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PART  III 

After   Ttoeloe   Years 

"  Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill, 
Our  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still." 


IX 


QUAND   vous    arriverez   au   troisieme,   Monsieur, 
montez,   montez    toujours!     Vous  trouverez  un 
petit  escalier  totirnant,  en  bois.     fa  vous  conduira  a 
1'atelier." 

Thus  advised  by  the  wife  of  the  concierge,  Fenwick 
crossed  the  court-yard  of  an  old  house  in  the  Rue  du  Bac, 
looked  up  a  moment  at  the  sober  and  distinguished 
charm  of  its  architecture,  at  the  corniced,  many-paned 
windows,  so  solidly  framed  and  plentifully  lined  in  white, 
upon  the  stone  walls,  and  the  high  roof,  with  its  lucarne 
windows  just  touched  with  classical  decoration;  each 
line  and  tint  contributing  to  a  seemly,  restrained  whole, 
as  of  something  much  worn  by  time,  yet  merely  enhanced 
thereby,  something  deliberately  built,  moreover,  to  stand 
the  years,  and  abide  the  judgment  of  posterity.  The 
house  in  Saint-Simon's  day  had  belonged  to  one  of  those 
newly  ennobled  dukes,  his  contemporaries  and  would-be 
brethren,  whose  monstrous  claims  to  rank  with  himself 
and  the  other  real  magnificences  among  the  dues  et  pairs 
de  France  drove  him  to  distraction.  It  was  now  let  out 
to  a  multitude  of  families,  who  began  down-stairs  in 
affluence  and  ended  in  the  genteel  or  artistic  penury  of 
the  garrets.  The  first  floor  was  occupied  by  a  deputy 
and  ex-minister,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  Centre  Gauche 
— in  the  garrets  it  was  possible  for  a  rapin  to  find  a  bed- 
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room  at  sixteen  francs  a  month.  But  it  was  needtul  that 
he  should  be  a  seemly  rapin,  orderly  and  quietly  ambi- 
tious, like  the  house,  otherwise  he  would  not  have  been 
long  suffered  within  its  tranquil  and  self-respecting  walls. 

Fenwick  climbed  and  climbed,  discovered  the  little 
wooden  staircase,  and  still  climbed.  At  the  very  top 
he  found  a  long  and  narrow  corridor,  along  which  he 
groped  in  darkness.  Suddenly,  at  the  end,  a  door 
opened,  and  a  figure  appeared  on  the  threshold. 

"Fenwick! — that  you?  All  right! — no  steps!  The 
floor  was  left  au  naturel  about  1680 — but  you  won't 
come  to  grief." 

Fenwick  arrived  at  the  open  door,  and  Dick  Watson 
drew  him  into  the  large  studio  beyond.  Fenwick  looked 
round  him  in  astonishment.  The  room  was  a  huge 
grenier  in  the  roof  of  the  old  house,  roughly  adapted  to 
the  purposes  of  a  studio.  A  large  window  to  the  north 
had  been  put  in,  and  the  walls  had  been  rudely  plastered. 
But  all  the  blasts  of  heaven  seemed  still  to  blow  through 
them,  and  through  the  chinks  or  under  the  eaves  of  the 
roof ;  while  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  a  pool  of  water,  the 
remains  of  a  recent  heavy  shower,  testified  to  the  ease 
with  which  the  weather  could  enter  if  it  chose. 

"I  say — "  said  Fenwick,  pointing  to  the  water — "can 
you  stand  this  kind  of  thing?" 

Watson  shivered. 

"Not  in  this  weather.  I'm  off  next  week.  In  the 
summer  it's  pleasant  enough.  Well,  it's  deuced  lucky  I 
caught  sight  of  you  at  that  show  yesterday!  How  are 
you  ?  I  believe  it's  nearly  two  years  since  we  met  last." 

"I'm  all  right,"  said  Fenwick,  accepting  a  shaky  seat 
and  a  cigarette. 
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Watson  lighted  a  fresh  one  for  himself,  and  then  with 
arms  akimbo  surveyed  his  visitor. 

"I've  seen  you  look  better.  What's  the  matter  ?  Have 
you  been  working  through  the  summer  in  London?" 

"I'm  all  right,"  Fenwick  repeated;  then,  with  a  little 
grimace — "or  I  should  be,  if  I  could  pay  my  way,  and 
paint  the  things  I  want  to  paint."  He  looked  up. 

"Well,  why  don't  you?" 

"Because — somehow — one  has  to  live." 

Watson  climbed  on  to  his  high  stool,  still  observing 
his  visitor.  For  a  good  many  years  now,  Fenwick  had 
been  always  well  and  carefully  dressed — an  evident  Lon- 
doner, accustomed  to  drawing-rooms  and  frequenting 
expensive  tailors.  But  to-day  there  was  something  in 
his  tired,  dishevelled  look,  and  comparatively  shabby 
coat,  which  reminded  Watson  of  years  long  gone  by — of 
a  studio  in  Bernard  Street,  and  a  broad-browed,  hand- 
some fellow,  with  queer  manners  and  a  North-country 
accent.  As  to  good  looks,  Fenwick's  face  and  head  were 
now  far  finer  than  they  had  been  in  first  youth ;  Watson's 
critical  eye  took  note  of  it.  The  hair,  touched  lightly 
with  gray,  had  receded  slightly  on  the  temples,  and  the 
more  ample  brow,  heavily  lined,  gave  a  nobler  shelter 
than  of  old  to  the  still  astonishing  vivacity  of  the  eyes. 
The  carriage  of  the  head,  too,  was  prouder  and  more 
assured.  Fenwick,  indeed,  as  far  as  years  went,  was,  as 
Watson  knew,  in  the  very  prime  of  life.  Nevertheless, 
there  was  in  his  aspect,  as  he  sat  there,  a  prophetic  note 
of  discouragement,  of  ebbing  vitality  which  startled  his 
friend. 

"I  say,"  said  Watson,  abruptly,  "you've  been  over- 
doing it.  Have  you  made  it  up  with  the  Academy?" 
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Fen  wick  laughed. 

"Goodness,  no!" 

"Where  have  you  been  exhibiting  this  year?" 

"At  the  gallery  I  always  take.  And  I  sent  some 
things  to  the  Grosvenor." 

Watson  shook  his  head. 

"It's  an  awful  pity.  You'd  got  in — you  should  have 
stayed  in — and  made  yourself  a  power." 

Fenwick's  attitude  stiffened. 

"I  have  never  regretted  it  for  a  single  hour— except 
that  the  scene  itself  was  ridiculous." 

Watson  knew  very  well  to  what  he  referred.  Some 
two  years  before,  it  had  been  the  nine  days'  wonder  of 
artistic  London.  Fenwick,  then  a  newly  elected  Associate 
of  the  Academy,  and  at  what  seemed  to  be  the  height  of 
his  first  success  as  an  artist,  had  sent  in  a  picture  to  the 
Spring  Exhibition  which  appeared  to  the  Hanging  Com- 
mittee of  the  moment  a  perfunctory  thing.  They  gave 
it  a  bad  place,  and  an  Academician  told  Fenwick  what 
had  happened.  He  rushed  to  Burlington  House,  tore 
down  his  picture  from  the  wall,  stormed  at  the  aston- 
ished members  of  the  Hanging  Committee,  carried  off 
his  property,  and  vowed  that  he  would  resign  his  Asso- 
ciateship.  He  was  indeed  called  upon  to  do  so;  and  he 
signalized  his  withdrawal  by  a  furious  letter  to  the  Times 
in  which  the  rancors,  grievances,  and  contempts  of  ten 
checkered  and  ambitious  years  found  full  and  rhetorical 
expression.  The  letter  naturally  made  a  breach  be- 
tween the  writer  and  England's  official  art.  Watson, 
who  was  abroad  when  the  whole  thing  happened,  had 
heard  of  it  with  mingled  feelings.  "It  will  either  make 
him — or  finish  him!"  was  his  own  judgment,  founded  on 
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a  fairly  exhaustive  knowledge  of  John  Fenwick ;  and  he 
had  waited  anxiously  for  results.  So  far  no  details  had 
reached  him  since.  Fenwick  seemed  to  be  still  exhibit- 
ing, still  writing  to  the  papers,  and,  as  far  as  he  knew, 
still  selling.  But  the  aspect  of  the  man  before  him  was 
not  an  aspect  of  prosperity. 

Watson,  however,  having  started  a  subject  which  he 
well  knew  to  be  interminable,  would  instantly  have  liked 
to  escape  from  it.  He  was  himself  nervous,  critical,  and 
easily  bored.  He  did  not  know  what  he  should  do  with 
Fenwick's  outpourings  when  he  had  listened  to  them. 

But  Fenwick  had  come  over, — charged — and  Watson 
had  touched  the  spring.  He  sat  there,  smoking  and  de- 
claiming, his  eyes  blazing,  one  hand  playing  with  Wat- 
son's favorite  dog,  an  Aberdeen  terrier  who  was  softly 
smelling  and  pushing  against  him.  All  that  litany  of 
mockery  and  bitterness,  which  the  Comic  Spirit  kindles 
afresh  on  the  lips  of  each  rising  generation,  only  to 
quench  it  again  on  the  lips  of  those  who  "  arrive,"  flowed 
from  him  copiously.  He  was  the  age  indeed  for  "arri- 
val," when,  as  so  often  happens,  the  man  of  middle  life, 
appeased  by  success,  dismisses  the  revolts  of  his  youth. 
But  this  was  still  the  language — and  the  fierce  language 
— of  revolt!  The  decadence  of  English  art  and  artists, 
the  miserable  commercialism  of  the  Academy,  the  ab- 
sence of  any  first  -  rate  teaching,  of  any  commanding 
traditions,  of  any  "school"  worth  the  name — the  vul- 
garity of  the  public,  from  royalty  downward,  the  snob- 
bery of  the  rich  world  in  its  dealing  with  art:  all  these 
jeremiads  which  he  recited  were  much  the  same — mutatis 
mutandis — as  those  with  which,  half  a  century  before, 
poor  Benjamin  Haydon  had  filled  the  "autobiography" 
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which  is  one  of  the  capital  "documents"  of  the  artistic 
life.  This  very  resemblance, indeed, occurred  to  Watson. 

"Upon  my  word,"  he  said,  with  a  queer  smile — "you 
remind  me  of  Haydon." 

Fenwick  started;  with  an  impatient  movement  he 
pushed  away  the  dog,  who  whimpered. 

"Oh,  come — I  hope  it's  not  as  bad  as  that,"  he  said, 
roughly. 

Watson  sharply  regretted  his  remark.  Through  the 
minds  of  both  there  passed  the  same  image  of  Haydon 
lying  dead  by  his  own  hand,  beneath  the  vast  pictures 
that  no  one  would  buy. 

"  Why  you  talk  like  this,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  Wat- 
son said,  with  an  impatient  laugh.  "I'm  always  seeing 
your  name  in  the  papers.  You  have  a  great  reputation, 
and  I  don't  expect  the  Academy  matters  to  your 
clientele.1' 

Fenwick  shook  his  head. 

"  I  haven't  sold  a  picture  for  more  than  a  year — except 
a  beastly  portrait — one  of  the  worst  things  I  ever  did." 

"That's  bad,"  said  Watson.  "Of  course  that's  my 
state — perennially!  But  you're  not  used  to  it." 

Fenwick  said  nothing,  and  the  delicate  sensibility  of 
the  other  instantly  divined  that,  friends  as  they  were, 
the  comparison  with  himself  had  not  been  at  all  welcome 
to  his  companion.  And ,  indeed ,  at  the  time  when  Watson 
left  England  to  begin  the  wandering  life  he  had  been 
leading  for  some  three  years,  it  would  have  been  nothing 
less  than  grotesque.  Fenwick  was  then  triumphant,  in 
what,  it  was  supposed,  would  be  his  "  first  period  " — that 
"young  man's  success,"  brilliant,  contested,  noisy,  from 
which, indeed, many  roads  led,  to  many  goals;  but  with 
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him,  at  that  time,  the  omens  were  of  the  best.  His  pict- 
ures were  always  among  the  events  of  the  spring  exhibi- 
tions ;  he  had  gathered  round  him  a  group  of  enthusiastic 
pupils  who  worked  in  the  studio  of  the  new  house ;  and 
he  had  already  received  a  good  many  honors  at  the  hands 
of  foreign  juries.  He  was  known  to  be  on  the  threshold 
of  the  Academy,  and  to  be  making,  besides,  a  good  deal 
of  money.  "Society"  had  first  admitted  him  as  the 
$rottg&  of  Lord  Findon  and  the  friend  of  Madame  de 
Pastourelles,  and  was  now  ready  to  amuse  itself  with 
him,  independently,  as  a  genius  and  an  "  eccentric."  He 
had  many  enemies;  but  so  have  all  "fighters."  The 
critics  spoke  severely  of  certain  radical  defects  in  his 
work,  due  to  insufficiency  of  early  training;  defects 
which  time  might  correct  —  or  stereotype.  But  the 
critics  "must  be  talking";  and  the  public,  under  the 
spell  of  a  new  and  daring  talent,  appeared  to  take  no 
notice. 

As  these  recollections  passed  through  Watson's  mind, 
another  expression  showed  itself  in  the  hollow-cheeked, 
massive  face.  It  was  the  look  of  the  visionary  who  sees 
in  events  the  strange  verification  of  obscure  instincts  and 
divinations  in  which  he  himself  perhaps  has  only  half 
believed.  He  and  Fenwick  had  been  friends  now — in 
some  respects,  close  friends — for  a  good  many  years. 
Of  late,  they  had  met  rarely,  and  neither  of  the  men  was 
a  good  correspondent.  But  the  friendship,  the  strong 
sense  of  congruity  and  liking,  persisted.  It  had  sprung, 
originally — unexpectedly  enough — from  that  loan  made 
to  Fenwick  in  his  days  of  stress  and  poverty ;  and  there 
were  many  who  prophesied  that  it  would  come  to  an  end 
with  Fenwick's  success.  Watson  had  no  interest  in  and 
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small  tolerance  for  the  prosperous.  His  connection  with 
Cuningham,  in  spite  of  occasional  letters,  had  dropped 
long  ago,  ever  since  that  clever  Scotch  painter  had 
shown  himself  finally  possessed  of  the  usual  Scotch 
power  to  capture  London  and  a  competence.  But  his 
liking  for  Fenwick  had  never  wavered  through  all  the 
blare  of  Fenwick's  success. 

Was  it  that  the  older  man  with  his  melancholy  Celtic 
instinct  had  divined  from  the  first  that  he  and  Fenwick 
were  in  truth  of  the  same  race — the  race  of  the  Suo-d^opoi 
— the  ill-fated — those  for  whom  happiness  is  not  written 
in  the  stars  ? 

He  sat  staring  at  his  companion,  his  eyes  dreamily 
intent,  taking  note  of  the  restless  depression  of  the  man 
before  him,  and  of  the  disagreeable  facts  which  emerged 
from  his  talk — declining  reputation,  money  difficulties, 
and — last  and  most  serious — a  new  doubt  of  himself  and 
his  powers,  which  Watson  never  remembered  to  have 
noticed  in  him  before. 

"But  you  must  have  made  a  great  deal  of  money!" 
he  said  to  him  once,  interrupting  him. 

Fenwick  turned  away  uneasily. 

"So  I  did.  But  there  was  the  new  house  and  studio. 
I  have  been  trying  to  sell  the  house.  But  it's  a  white 
elephant." 

"Building's  the  deuce,"  said  Watson,  gloomily.  "It 
ruins  everybody  from  Louis  Quatorze  and  Walter  Scott 
downward.  Have  no  barns — that's  my  principle — and 
then  you  can't  pull  'em  down  and  build  greater!  But, 
you  know,  it's  all  great  nonsense,  your  talking  like  this! 
You're  as  clever  as  ever— cleverer.  You've  only  got  to 
paint — and  it'll  be  all  right.  But,  of  course,  if  you  will 
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spend  all  your  time  in  writing  letters  to  the  papers,  and 
pamphlets,  and  that  kind  of  thing — well! — " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

Fenwick  took  the  remark  good-temperedly.  "I've 
finished  three  large  pictures  in  eight  months — if  only 
somebody  would  buy  'em.  And  I'm  in  Paris  now" — he 
hesitated  a  moment — "on  a  painting  job.  I've  prom- 
ised C "  (he  named  a  well-known  actor-manager  in 

London)  "  to  help  him  with  the  production  of  a  new 
play!  I  never  did  such  a  thing  before — but — " 

He  looked  up  uncertainly,  his  color  rising. 

"What?  — scenery  for  "The  Queen's  Necklace"? 
I've  seen  the  puffs  in  the  papers.  Why  not  ?  Hope 
he  pays  well.  Then  you're  going  to  Versailles,  of 
course?" 

Fenwick  replied  that  he  had  taken  some  rooms  at  the 
Hdtel  des  Reservoirs  and  must  make  some  sketches  in 
the  palace;  also  in  the  park,  and  the  Trianon  garden. 
Then  he  rose  abruptly. 

"Well,  and  what  have  you  been  after?" 

"The  same  old  machines,"  said  Watson,  tranquilly, 
pointing  to  a  couple  of  large  canvases.  "My  subjects 
are  no  gayer  than  they  used  to  be.  Except  that — ah,  yes 
— I  forgot — I  had  a  return  upon  myself  this  spring — and 
set  to  work  on  some  'Bacchantes.'"  He  stopped,  and 
picked  up  a  canvas  which  was  standing  with  its  face  to 
the  wall. 

It  represented  a  dance  of  Bacchantes.  Fenwick  looked 
at  it  in  silence.  Watson  replaced  it  with  a  patient  sigh. 
"Thdophile  Gautier  said  of  some  other  fellow's  Bac- 
chantes that  they  had  got  drunk  on  'philosophical' 
wine.  He  might,  I  fear,  have  said  it  of  mine.  Anyway, 
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I  felt  I  was  not  made  for  Bacchantes — so  I  fell  back 
on  the  usual  thing." 

And  he  showed  an  "Execution  of  a  Witch" — filled 
with  grewsome  and  poignant  detail — excellent  in  some  of 
its  ideas  and  single  figures,  but  as  a  whole  crude,  horrible, 
and  weak. 

"I  don't  improve,"  he  said,  abruptly,  turning  away — 
"But  it  keeps  me  contented — that  and  my  animals. 
Anatole! — vaurien  ! — ou  es-tu?" 

A  small  monkey,  in  a  red  jacket,  who  had  been  sitting 
unnoticed  on  the  top  of  a  cabinet  since  Fenwick's  en- 
trance, clattered  down  to  the  floor,  and,  running  to  his 
master,  was  soon  sitting  on  his  shoulder,  staring  at  Fen- 
wick  with  a  pair  of  grave,  soft  eyes.  Watson  caressed 
him; — and  then  pointed  to  a  wicker  cage  outside  the 
window  in  which  a  pigeon  was  pecking  at  some  Indian- 
corn.  The  cage  door  was  wide  open.  "She  comes  to 
feed  here  by  day.  In  the  morning  I  wake  up  and  hear 
her  there — the  darling!  In  the  evening  she  spreads  her 
wings,  and  I  watch  her  fly  towards  Saint-Cloud.  No 
doubt  the  jade  keeps  a  family  there.  Oh!  some  day 
she'll  go — like  the  rest  of  them — and  I  shall  miss  her 
abominably." 

"  You  seem  also  to  be  favored  by  mice  ?"  said  Fenwick, 
idly  looking  at  two  traps  on  the  floor  beside  him. 

Watson  smiled. 

"My  femme  de  service  sets  those  traps  every  night. 
She  says  we  are  overrun — the  greatest  nonsense!  As  if 
there  wasn't  enough  for  all  of  us!  Then  in  the  night — 
I  sleep  there,  you  see,  behind  that  screen — I  wake,  and 
hear  some  little  fool  squeaking.  So  I  get  up,  and  take 
the  trap  down-stairs  in  the  dark — right  away  down — to 
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the  first  floor.  And  there  I  let  the  mouse  go — those  folk 
down  there  are  rich  enough  to  keep  him.  The  only 
drawback  is  that  my  old  woman  is  so  cross  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  she  spends  her  life  thinking  of  new  traps.  Ah, 
ben  ! — Je  la  laisse  faire  I  " 

"And  this  place  suits  you?" 

"Admirably — till  the  cold  comes.  Then  I  march.  I 
must  have  the  sun." 

He  shivered  again.  Fenwick,  struck  by  something  in 
his  tone,  looked  at  him  more  closely. 

"How  are  you,  by-the-way?"  he  asked,  repentantly, 
"I  ought  to  have  inquired  before.  You  mentioned  con- 
sulting some  big  man  here.  What  did  he  say  to 
you?" 

"Oh,  that  I  am  phthisical,  and  must  take  care,"  said 
Watson,  carelessly — "  that's  no  news.  Ah!  by-the-way" 
— he  hurried  the  change  of  subject — "you  know,  of 
course,  that  Lord  Findon  and  madame  are  to  be  at 
Versailles?" 

"They  will  be  there  to-night,"  said  Fenwick,  after  a 
moment. 

"Ah!  to-night.     Then  you  meet  them ?" 

"I  shall  see  them,  of  course." 

"What  a  blessed  thing  to  be  rid  of  that  fellow! — 
What's  she  been  doing  since  ?" 

Fenwick  replied  that  since  the  death  of  her  husband — 
about  a  year  before  this  date — Madame  de  Pastourelles, 
worn  out  with  nursing,  had  been  pursuing  health — in 
Egypt  and  elsewhere.  Her  father,  step-mother,  and  sis- 
ter had  been  travelling  with  her.  The  sister  and  she 
were  to  stay  at  Versailles  till  Christmas.  It  was  a  place 
for  which  Madame  de  Pastourelles  had  an  old  affection. 
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"And  I  suppose  you  know  that  you  will  find  the 
Welbys  there  too?" 

Fenwick  made  a  startled  movement.  "The  Welbys? 
How  did  you  hear  that  ?" 

"I  had  my  usual  half-yearly  letter  from  Cuningham 
yesterday.  He's  the  fellow  for  telling  you  the  news. 
Welby  has  begun  a  big  picture  of  Marie  Antoinette,  at 
Trianon,  and  has  taken  a  studio  in  Versailles  for  the 
winter." 

Fenwick  turned  away  and  began  to  pace  the  bare  floor 
of  the  studio. 

"I  didn't  know,"  he  said,  evidently  discomposed. 

"  By-the-way,  I  have  often  meant  to  ask  you.  I  trust 
he  wasn't  mixed  up  in  the  'hanging'  affair?"  said  Wat- 
son, with  a  quick  look  at  his  companion. 

"  He  was  ill  the  day  it  was  done,  but  in  my  opinion  he 
behaved  in  an  extremely  mean  and  ungenerous  manner 
afterwards!"  exclaimed  Fenwick,  suddenly  flushing  from 
brow  to  chin. 

"You  mean  he  didn't  support  you?" 

"  He  shilly-shalleyed.  He  thought — I  have  very  good 
reason  to  believe — that  I  had  been  badly  treated — that 
there  was  personal  feeling  in  the  matter — resentment  of 
things  that  I  had  written — and  so  on — but  he  would 
never  come  out  into  the  open  and  say  so!" 

The  excitement  with  which  Fenwick  spoke  made  it 
evident  that  Watson  had  touched  an  extremely  sore 
point. 

Watson  was  silent  a  little,  lit  another  cigarette,  and 
then  said,  with  a  smile: 

"Poor  Madame  de  Pastourelles!" 

Fenwick  looked  up  with  irritation. 
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"What  on  earth  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  am  wondering  how  she  kept  the  peace  between  you 
— her  two  great  friends." 

"She  sees  very  little  of  Welby." 

"Ah!     Since  when?" 

"Oh!  for  a  long  time.  Of  course  they  meet  occa- 
sionally— " 

A  big,  kindly  smile  flickered  over  Watson's  face. 

"What — was  little  Madame  Welby  jealous?" 

"She  would  be  a  great  goose  if  she  were,"  said  Fen- 
wick,  turning  aside  to  look  through  some  sketches  that 
lay  on  a  chair  beside  him. 

Watson  shook  his  head,  still  smiling,  then  remarked: 

"By-the-wey,  I  understand  she  has  become  quite  an 
invalid." 

"Has  she?"  said  Fenwick.  "I  know  nothing  of 
them." 

Watson  began  tc  talk  of  other  things.  But  as  he  and 
Fenwick  discussed  the  pictures  on  the  easels,  or  Fen- 
wick's  own  projects,  as  they  talked  of  Manet,  and  Zola's 
L'CEuvre,  and  the  Goncourts,  as  they  compared  the  state 
of  painting  in  London  and  Paris,  employing  all  the  latest 
phrases,  both  of  them  astonishingly  well  informed  as  to 
men  and  tendencies — Watson  as  an  outsider,  Fenwick 
as  a  passionate  partisan,  loathing  the  Impressionists, 
denouncing  a  show  of  Manet  and  Renoir  recently  opened 
at  a  Paris  dealer's — Watson's  inner  mind  was  really  full 
of  Madame  de  Pastourelles,  and  that  salon  of  hers  in  the 
old  Westminster  house  in  Dean's  Yard,  of  which  during 
so  many  years  Fenwick  had  made  one  of  the  principal 
figures.  It  should  perhaps  be  explained  that  some  two 
years  after  Fenwick's  arrival  in  London,  Madame  de 
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Pastourelles  had  thought  it  best  to  establish  a  little 
menage  of  her  own,  distinct  from  the  household  in  St. 
James's  Square.  Her  friends  and  her  step-mother's 
were  not  always  congenial  to  one  another ;  and  in  many 
ways  both  Lord  Findon  and  she  were  the  happier  for 
the  change.  Her  small  panelled  rooms  had  quickly  be- 
come the  meeting-place  of  a  remarkable  and  attractive 
society.  Watson  himself,  indeed,  had  never  been  an 
habitut  of  that  or  any  other  drawing-room.  As  he  had 
told  Lord  Findon  long  ago,  he  was  not  for  the  world,  nor 
the  world  for  him.  But  whereas  his  volatile  lordship 
could  never  draw  him  from  his  cell,  Lord  Findon's  daugh- 
ter was  sometimes  irresistible,  and  Watson's  great  shaggy 
head  and  ungainly  person  had  occasionally  been  to  be 
seen  beside  her  fire,  in  the  years  before  he  left  London. 
He  had,  therefore,  been  a  spectator  of  Fenwick's  gradual 
transformation  at  the  hands  of  a  charming  woman;  he 
had  marked  the  stages  of  the  process ;  and  he  knew  well 
that  it  had  never  excited  a  shadow  of  scandal  in  the 
minds  of  any  reasonable  being.  All  the  same,  the  deep 
store  of  hidden  sentiment  which  this  queer  idealist  pos- 
sessed had  been  touched  by  the  position.  The  young 
woman  isolated  and  childless,  so  charming,  so  nobly  sin- 
cere, so  full  of  heart — was  she  to  be  always  Ariadne,  and 
forsaken  ?  The  man — excitable,  nervous,  selfish,  yet,  in 
truth,  affectionate  and  dependent — what  folly,  or  what 
chivalry  kept  him  unmarried  ?  Ever  since  the  death  of 
M.  le  Comte  de  Pastourelles,  dreams  concerning  these 
two  people  had  been  stirring  in  the  brain  of  Watson,  and 
these  dreams  spoke  now  in  the  dark  eyes  he  bent  on 
Fenwick. 

Presently,  Fenwick  began  to  talk  gloomily  of  the  death 
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of  his  old  Bernard  Street  landlady,  who  had  become  his 
housekeeper  and  factotum  in  the  new  Chelsea  house  and 
studio,  which  he  had  built  for  himself. 

"I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do  without  her.  For 
eleven  years  I've  never  paid  a  bill  or  engaged  a  servant 
for  myself.  She's  done  everything.  Every  morning  she 
used  to  give  me  my  pocket-money  for  the  day." 

"The  remedy,  after  all,  is  simple,"  said  Watson,  with 
a  sudden  turn  of  the  head. 

Fenwick  raised  his  eyebrows  interrogatively. 

"I  imagine  that  what  Mrs.  Gibbs  did  well,  'Mrs.  Fen- 
wick'  might  do  even  better — n'est-ce  pas?" 

Fenwick  sprang  up. 

"Mrs. —  ?"  he  repeated,  vaguely. 

He  stood  a  moment  bending  over  Watson — his  eyes 
staring,  his  mouth  open.  Then  he  controlled  himself. 

"You  talk  as  though  she  were  round  the  corner,"  he 
said,  turning  away  and  buttoning  his  coat  afresh.  "But 
please  understand,  my  dear  fellow,  that  she  is  not  round 
the  corner,  nor  likely  to  be." 

He  spoke  with  a  hard  emphasis,  smiling,  and  slapping 
the  breast  of  his  coat. 

Watson  looked  at  him  and  said  no  more. 

Fenwick  walked  rapidly  along  the  Quai  Voltaire, 
crossed  the  Pont  Neuf,  and  found  himself  inside  the 
enclosure  of  the  Louvre.  Twenty  minutes  to  four. 
Some  impulse,  born  of  the  seething  thoughts  within, 
took  him  to  the  door  of  the  Muse'e.  He  mounted 
rapidly,  and  found  himself  in  the  large  room  devoted 
to  the  modern  French  school. 

He  went  straight  to  two  pictures  by  Hippolyte 
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Flandrin  —  "Madame  Vinet"  and  "Portrait  de  Jeune 
Fille."  When,  in  the  first  year  of  his  London  life,  he 
had  made  his  hurried  visits  to  Paris,  these  pictures,  then 
in  the  Luxembourg,  had  been  among  those  which  had 
most  vitally  affected  him.  The  beautiful  surface  and 
keeping  which  connected  them  with  the  old  tradition, 
together  with  the  modern  spirit,  the  trenchant  simplicity 
of  their  portraiture,  had  sent  him  back — eager  and  pal- 
pitating— to  his  own  work  on  the  picture  of  Madame  de 
Pastourelles,  or  on  the  last  stages  of  the  "Genius  Loci." 

He  looked  into  them  now,  sharply,  intently,  his  heart 
beating  to  suffocation  under  the  stress  of  that  startling 
phrase  of  Watson's.  Still  tremulous — as  one  in  flight — 
he  made  himself  recognize  certain  details  of  drawing  and 
modelling  in  "  Madame  Vinet "  which  had  given  him  hints 
for  the  improvement  of  the  portrait  of  Phcebe;  and, 
again,  the  ease  with  which  the  head  moves  on  its  shoul- 
ders, its  relief,  its  refinement — how  he  had  toiled  to  rival 
them  in  his  picture  of  Madame  Eugenie! — translating  as 
he  best  could  the  cold  and  disagreeable  color  of  the 
Ingres  school  into  the  richer  and  more  romantic  handling 
of  an  art  influenced  by  Watts  and  Burne- Jones! 

Then  he  passed  on  to  the  young  girl's  portrait — the  girl 
in  white  muslin,  turning  away  her  graceful  head  from 
the  spectator,  and  showing  thereby  the  delicacy  of  her 
profile,  the  wealth  of  her  brown  hair,  the  beauty  of  her 
young  and  virginal  form.  Suddenly,  his  eyes  clouded; 
he  turned  abruptly  away,  left  the  room  without  looking 
at  another  picture,  and  was  soon  hurrying  through  the 
crowded  streets  northward  towards  the  Gare  St.  Lazare. 

Carrie! — his  child! — his  own  flesh  and  blood.  His 
heart  cried  out  for  her.  Watson's  brusquerie — the  young 
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girl  of  the  picture — and  his  own  bitter  and  disappointed 
temper — they  had  all  their  share  in  the  emotion  which 
possessed  him. 

The  child  whom  he  remembered,  with  her  mother's 
eyes,  and  that  light  mutinous  charm,  which  was  not 
Phoebe's — why,  she  was  now  seventeen! — a  little  younger 
— only  a  little  younger,  than  the  girl  of  the  portrait.  His 
longing  fancy  pursued  her — saw  her  a  wild,  pretty, 
laughing  thing,  nearly  a  woman — and  then  fell  back 
passionately  on  a  more  familiar  image!— of  the  baby  at 
his  knee,  open-mouthed,  her  pink  lips  rounded  for  the 
tidbit  just  about  to  descend  upon  them,  her  sweet  and 
sparkling  eyes  fixed  upon  her  father. 

"  My  God! — where  are  they  ? — are  they  alive,  or  dead  ? 
How  cruel — cruel!"  And  he  ground  his  teeth  in  one  of 
those  paroxysms  which  every  now  and  then,  at  long 
intervals,  represented  the  return  upon  him  of  the  inde- 
structible past.  Often  for  months  together  it  meant 
little  or  nothing  to  him,  but  the  dull  weight  of  his  secret ; 
twelve  years  had  inevitably  deadened  feeling,  and  filled 
the  mind  with  fresh  interests,  while  of  late  the  tumult  of 
his  Academy  and  Press  campaign  had  silenced  the  steal- 
ing, distant  voices.  Yet  there  were  moments  when  all 
was  as  fresh  and  poignant  as  it  had  been  in  the  first 
hours,  when  Phcebe,with  her  golden  head  and  her  light, 
springing  step,  seemed  to  move  beside  him,  and  he  felt 
the  drag  of  a  small  hand  in  his. 

He  stiffened  himself — like  one  attacked.  The  ghosts 
of  dead  hours  came  trooping  and  eddying  round  him, 
like  the  autumn  leaves  that  had  begun  to  strew  the  Paris 
streets — all  the  scenes  of  that  first  ghastly  week  when  he 
had  hunted  in  desperation  for  his  lost  wife  and  child. 

205 


Fentoick's    Career 

His  joyous  return  from  Chelsea,  on  the  evening  of  his 
good-fortune — Mrs.  Gibbs's  half-sulky  message  on  the 
door-step  that  "Mrs.  Fenwick"  was  in  the  studio — his 
wild  rush  up-stairs — the  empty  room,  the  letter,  the  ring: 
— his  hurried  journey  North — the  arrival  at  the  Langdale 
cottage,  only  to  find  on  the  table  of  the  deserted  parlor 
another  letter  from  Phoebe,  written  before  she  left  West- 
moreland, in  the  prevision  that  he  would  come  there  in 
search  of  a  clew,  and  urging  him  for  both  their  sakes  to 
make  no  scandal,  no  hue  and  cry,  to  accept  the  inevi- 
table, and  let  her  go  in  peace — his  interview  with  the  ser- 
vant Daisy,  who  had  waited  with  the  child  in  a  hotel 
close  to  Euston,  while  Phoebe  went  to  Bernard  Street, 
and  had  been  sent  back  to  the  North  immediately  after 
Phcebe's  return,  without  the  smallest  indication  of  what 
her  mistress  meant  to  do — his  fruitless  consultations 
with  Anna  Mason! — the  whole  dismal  story  rose  before 
him,  as  it  was  wont  to  do  periodically,  filling  him  with 
the  same  rage,  the  same  grief,  the  same  fierce  and  inex- 
tinguishable resentment. 

Phoebe  had  destroyed  his  life.  She  had  not  only 
robbed  him  of  herself  and  of  their  child,  she  had  forced 
him  into  an  acted  lie  which  had  poisoned  his  whole 
existence,  and,  first  and  foremost,  that  gracious  and 
beautiful  friendship  which  was  all,  save  his  art,  that  she 
had  left  him.  For,  in  the  first  moments  of  his  despair 
and  horror,  he  had  remembered  what  it  would  mean  to 
Madame  de  Pastourelles,  did  she  ever  know  that  his  mad 
wife  had  left  him  out  of  jealousy  of  her.  He  was  not 
slow  to  imagine  the  effect  of  Phoebe's  action  on  that 
proud,  pure  nature  and  sensitive  conscience;  and  he 
knew  what  she  and  her  father  must  feel  towards  the 
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deception  which  had  led  her  into  such  a  position,  and 
made  such  a  tragedy  possible.  He  foresaw  her  recoil, 
her  bitter  condemnation,  the  final  ruin  of  the  relation 
between  himself  and  her;  and  yet  more  than  these  did 
he  dread  her  pain,  her  causeless,  innocent  pain.  To  stab 
the  hand  which  had  helped  him,  the  heart  which  had 
already  suffered  so  much — in  the  very  first  hours  of  his 
own  shock  and  misery,  he  had  shrunk  from  this,  he  had 
tried  his  best  to  protect  Madame  de  Pastourelles. 

Hence  the  compact  with  his  landlady,  by  which  he 
had  in  fact  bribed  her  to  silence,  and  transformed  her 
into  a  devoted  servant  always  under  his  eye:  hence  the 
various  means  by  which  he  had  found  it  possible  to  quiet 
the  members  of  his  own  family  and  of  Phoebe's — needy 
folk,  most  of  them,  cannily  unwilling  to  make  an  enemy 
of  a  man  who  was  likely,  so  they  understood,  to  be  rich, 
and  who  already  showed  a  helpful  disposition  When 
once  he  had  convinced  himself  that  he  had  no  clew,  and 
that  Phcebe  had  disappeared,  it  had  not  been  difficult 
indeed  to  keep  his  secret,  and  to  hide  the  traces  of  his 
own  wrong-doing,  his  own  share  in  the  catastrophe.  Be- 
tween Phoebe's  world  and  the  world  in  which  he  was 
now  to  live,  there  were  few  or  no  links.  Bella  Morrison 
might  have  supplied  one.  But  she  and  her  mother  had 
moved  to  Guernsey,  and  a  year  after  Phoebe's  flight 
Fenwick  ascertained  that  old  Mrs.  Morrison  was  dead, 
and  that  Bella  had  gone  to  South  America  as  companion 
to  a  lady. 

So  in  an  incredibly  short  time  the  crisis  was  over. 
The  last  phase  was  connected  with  the  cousin — Freddie 
Tolson — who  had  visited  Phoebe  the  night  before  her 
journey  to  London,  and  was  now  in  New  South  Wales. 
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A  letter  from  Fenwick  to  this  young  man,  containing  a 
number  of  questions  as  to  his  conversation  with  Phoebe, 
and  written  immediately  after  Phoebe's  flight,  obtained 
an  answer  after  some  three  or  four  months,  but  Tolson's 
reply  was  wholly  unprofitable.  He  merely  avowed  that 
he  had  discovered  nothing  at  all  of  Phoebe's  intention, 
and  could  throw  no  light  whatever  upon  her  disappear- 
ance. The  letter  was  laboriously  written  by  a  man  of 
imperfect  education,  and  barely  covered  three  loosely 
written  sides  of  ordinary  note-paper.  It  arrived  when 
Fenwick's  own  researches  were  already  at  a  stand-still, 
and  seemed  to  leave  nothing  more  to  hope  for.  The 
police  inquiries  which  had  been  initiated  went  on  inter- 
mittently for  a  while,  then  ceased;  the  waters  of  life 
closed  over  Phcebe  Fenwick  and  her  child. 

What  was  Fenwick's  present  feeling  towards  his  wife  ? 
If  amid  this  crowded  Paris  he  had  at  last  beheld  her  com- 
ing to  him,  had  seen  the  tall  figure,  and  the  childish  look, 
and  the  lovely  pleading  eyes,  would  his  heart  have  leaped 
within  him  ? — would  his  hands  have  been  out-stretched  to 
enfold  and  pardon  her  ? — or  would  he  have  looked  at  her 
sombrely,  unable  to  pass  the  gulf  between  them — to  for- 
get what  she  had  done. 

In  truth,  he  could  not  have  answered  the  question;  he 
was  uncertain  of  himself.  Her  act,  by  its  independence, 
its  force  of  will,  and  the  ability  she  had  shown  in  planning 
and  carrying  it  out,  had  transformed  his  whole  concep- 
tion of  her.  In  a  sense,  he  knew  her  no  longer.  That 
she  could  do  a  thing  at  once  so  violent  and  so  final, 
was  so  wholly  out  of  keeping  with  all  his  memories  of 
her,  that  he  could  only  think  of  the  woman  who  had 
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come  in  his  absence  to  the  Bernard  Street  studio,  and 
defaced  the  sketch  of  Madame  de  Pastourelles,  as  in  some 
sort  a  stranger — one  whom,  were  she  to  step  back  into 
his  life,  he  would  have  had  to  learn  afresh.  Sometimes, 
when  anything  reminded  him  of  her  suddenly — as,  for 
instance,  the  vision  in  a  shop-window  of  the  very  popular 
mezzotint  which  had  been  made  from  the  "  Genius  Loci" 
the  year  after  its  success  in  the  Academy — the  pang  from 
which  he  suffered  would  seem  to  show  that  he  still  loved 
her,  as  indeed  he  had  always  loved  her,  through  all  the 
careless  selfishness  of  his  behavior.  But,  again,  there 
were  many  months  when  she  dropped  altogether— or 
seemed  to  drop — out  of  his  mind  and  memory,  when  he 
was  entirely  absorbed  in  the  only  interests  she  had  left 
him — his  art,  his  quarrels,  and  his  relation  to  Eugenie  de 
Pastourelles. 

There  was  a  time,  indeed — some  two  or  three  years 
after  the  catastrophe — when  he  passed  through  a  stage 
of  mental  and  moral  tumult,  natural  to  a  man  of  strong 
passions  and  physique.  Even  in  their  first  married  life, 
Phcebe  had  been  sometimes  jealous,  and  with  reason. 
It  was  her  memory  of  these  occasions  that  had  predis- 
posed her  to  the  mad  suspicion  which  wrecked  her.  And 
when  she  had  deserted  him,  he  came  violently  near,  on 
one  or  two  occasions,  to  things  base  and  irreparable. 
But  he  was  saved — first  by  the  unconscious  influence, 
the  mere  trust,  of  a  good  woman — and,  secondly,  by  his 
keen  and  advancing  intelligence.  Dread  lest  he  should 
cast  himself  out  of  Eugenie's  delightful  presence;  and 
the  fighting  life  of  the  mind :  it  was  by  these  he  was  res- 
cued, by  these  he  ultimately  conquered. 

And  yet,  was  it,  perhaps,  his  bitterest  grievance 
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against  his  wife  that  she  had,  in  truth,  left  him  nothing  / 
— not  even  friendship,  not  even  art.  In  so  wrenching 
herself  from  him,  she  had  perpetuated  in  him  that  ex- 
citable and  unstable  temper  it  should  have  been  her  first 
object  to  allay,  and  had  thus  injured  and  maimed  his 
artistic  power;  while  at  the  same  time  she  had  so 
troubled,  so  falsified  his  whole  attitude  towards  the 
woman  who  on  his  wife's  disappearance  from  his  life 
had  become  naturally  and  insensibly  his  dearest  friend, 
that  not  even  the  charm  of  Madame  de  Pastourelles' 
society,  of  her  true,  delicate,  and  faithful  affection, 
could  give  him  any  lasting  happiness.  He  himself  had 
begun  the  falsification,  but  it  was  Phrebe's  act  which 
had  prolonged  and  compelled  it,  through  twelve  years. 

For  a  long  time,  indeed,  his  success  as  an  artist  stead- 
ily developed.  The  very  energy  of  his  resentment — his 
inner  denunciation — of  his  wife's  flight,  the  very  force 
of  his  fierce  refusal  to  admit  that  he  had  given  her  the 
smallest  real  justification  for  such  a  step,  had  quickened 
in  him  for  a  time  all  the  springs  of  life.  Through  his 
painting,  as  we  have  seen,  he  wrestled  out  his  first  bat- 
tles with  fate  and  with  temptation ;  and  those  early  years 
were  the  years  of  his  artistic  triumph,  as  they  were  also 
the  years  of  Madame  de  Pastourelles'  strongest  influence 
upon  him.  But  the  concealment  on  which  his  life  was 
based,  the  tragedy  at  the  heart  of  it,  worked  like  "a  worm 
i'  the  bud."  The  first  check  to  his  artistic  career — the 
"hanging"  incident  and  its  sequel — produced  an  effect 
of  shock  and  disintegration  out  of  all  proportion  to  its 
apparent  cause — inexplicable  indeed  to  the  spectators. 

Madame  de  Pastourelles  wondered,  and  sorrowed. 
But  she  could  do  nothing  to  arrest  the  explosion  of 
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egotism,  arrogance,  and  passion  which  Fenwick  allowed 
himself,  after  his  breach  with  the  Academy.  The  obscure 
causes  of  it  were  hidden  from  her;  she  could  only  pity 
and  grieve;  and  Fenwick,  unable  to  satisfy  her,  unable 
to  re-establish  his  own  equilibrium,  full  of  remorse  tow- 
ards her,  and  of  despair  about  his  art,  whereof  the  best 
forces  and  inspirations  seemed  to  have  withered  within 
him  like  a  gourd  in  the  night,  went  from  one  folly  to 
another,  while  his  pictures  steadily  deteriorated,  his 
affairs  became  involved,  and  a  shrewd  observer  like  Lord 
Findon  wondered  who  or  what  the  deuce  had  got  hold  of 
him — whether  he  had  begun  to  take  morphia — or  had 
fallen  into  the  clutches  of  a  woman. 

In  the  midst  of  these  developments,  so  astonishing 
and  disappointing  to  Fenwick's  best  friends,  Eugenie  de 
Pastourelles  was  suddenly  summoned  to  the  death-bed 
of  the  husband  from  whom  she  had  been  separated  for 
nearly  fifteen  years.  It  was  now  nearly  twelve  months 
since  Fenwick  had  seen  her ;  and  it  was  his  eagerness  to 
meet  her  again,  much  more  than  the  necessities  of  his 
new  commission,  which  had  brought  him  out  post-haste 
to  Paris  and  Versailles,  where,  indeed,  Lord  Findon,  in  a 
kind  letter,  had  suggested  that  he  should  join  them. 

Amid  these  memories  and  agitations,  he  found  himself 
presently  at  the  Gare  St.  Lazare,  taking  his  ticket  at  the 
guichet.  It  was  characteristic  of  him  that  he  bought  a 
first-class  return  without  thinking  of  it,  and  then,  when 
he  found  himself  pompously  alone  in  his  compartment, 
while  crowds  were  hurrying  into  the  second-class,  he  re- 
proached himself  for  extravagance,  and  passed  the  whole 
journey  in  a  fume  of  discomfort.  For  eight  or  nine 
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years  he  had  been  rich ;  and  he  loathed  the  small  ways  of 
poverty. 

Versailles  was  in  the  glow  of  an  autumn  sunset,  as  he 
walked  from  the  station  to  the  famous  H6tel  des  Reser- 
voirs  on  the  edge  of  the  Park.  The  white  houses,  the 
wide  avenues,  the  chateau  on  its  hill,  were  steeped  in 
light — a  light  golden,  lavish,  and  yet  melancholy,  as 
though  the  autumn  day  still  remembered  the  October 
afternoon  when  Marie  Antoinette  turned  to  look  for  the 
last  time  at  the  lake  and  the  woods  of  Trianon. 

As  Fenwick  crossed  the  Rue  de  la  Paroisse,  a  lady  on 
the  other  side  of  the  road,  who  was  hurrying  in  the  op- 
posite direction,  stopped  suddenly  at  sight  of  him,  and 
stared  excitedly.  She  was  a  woman  no  longer  young, 
much  sunburned,  with  high  cheek-bones  and  a  florid 
complexion.  He  did  not  notice  her,  and  after  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation  she  resumed  her  walk. 

He  went  into  the  Park,  where  the  statues  shone  flame- 
like  amid  the  bronze  and  orange  of  the  trees,  where  the 
water  of  the  fountains  was  dyed  in  blue  and  rose,  and 
all  the  faded  magnificence  and  decaying  grace  of  the 
vast  incomparable  scene  were  kindling  into  an  hour's 
rich  life,  under  the  last  attack  of  the  sun.  He  wandered 
awhile,  restless  and  unhappy — yet  always  counting  the 
hours  till  he  should  see  the  slight,  worn  figure  which  for 
a  year  had  been  hidden  from  him. 

He  dined  in  the  well-known  restaurant,  wandered 
again  in  the  mild  dusk,  then  mounted  to  his  room  and 
worked  awhile  at  some  of  the  sketches  he  was  making 
for  his  new  commission.  While  he  was  so  engaged,  a 
carriage  drew  up  below,  and  two  persons  descended. 
He  recognized  Lord  Findon,  much  aged  and  whitened 
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in  these  last  years.  The  lady  in  deep  mourning  behind 
him  paused  a  moment  on  the  broad  pathway,  and  looked 
round  her,  at  the  hill  of  the  chateau,  at  the  bright  lights 
in  the  restaurant.  She  threw  back  her  veil,  and  Fen- 
wick's  heart  leaped  as  he  recognized  the  spiritual  beauty, 
the  patient  sweetness  of  a  face  which  through  twelve 
troubled  years  had  kept  him  from  evil  and  held  him  to 
good — had  been  indeed  "the  master  light"  of  all  his 
seeing. 

And  to  his  best  and  only  friend  he  had  lied,  persistent- 
ly and  unforgivingly,  for  twelve  years.  There  was  the 
sting — and  there  the  pity  of  it. 


EUGENIE  DE  PASTOURELLES  was  sitting  on 
the  terrace  at  Versailles.  Or  rather  she  was  estab- 
lished in  one  of  the  deep  embrasures  between  the  win- 
dows, on  the  western  side.  The  wind  was  cold,  but 
again  a  glorious  sun  bathed  the  terrace  and  the  chateau. 
It  was  a  day  of  splendor — a  day  when  heaven  and  earth 
seemed  to  have  conspired  to  flatter  and  to  adorn  the  vast 
creation  of  Louis  Quatorze,  this  white,  flaming  palace, 
amid  the  gold  and  bronze  of  its  autumn  trees,  and  the 
blue  of  its  waters.  Superb  clouds,  of  a  royal  sweep  and 
amplitude,  sailed  through  the  brilliant  sky;  the  woods 
that  girdled  the  horizon  were  painted  broadly  and  solidly 
in  the  richest  color  upon  an  immense  canvas  steeped  in 
light.  In  some  of  the  nearer  alleys  which  branch  from 
the  terrace,  the  eye  travelled  through  a  deep  magnifi- 
cence of  shade,  to  an  arched  and  framed  sunlight  beyond, 
embroidered  with  every  radiant  or  sparkling  color;  in 
others,  the  trees,  almost  bare,  met  lightly  arched  above 
a  carpet  of  intensest  green — a  tapis  vert  stretching  tow- 
ards a  vaporous  distance,  and  broken  by  some  god,  or 
nymph,  on  whose  white  shoulders  the  autumn  leaves 
were  dropping  softly  one  by  one. 

Wide  horizons,  infinitely  clear — a  blazing  intensity  of 
light,  beating  on  the  palace,  the  gardens,  the  statues,  and 
the  distant  water  of  the  "  Canal  de  Versailles  " — each  tint 

214 


Fentoick's   Career 

and  outline,  sharp  and  vehement,  full-bodied  and  rich — 
the  greenest  greens,  the  bluest  blues,  the  most  dazzling 
gold: — this  was  Versailles,  as  Eugdnie  saw  it,  on  this 
autumn  day  And  through  it  all,  the  blowing  of  a  harsh 
and  nipping  wind  sounded  the  first  approach  of  winter, 
still  defied,  as  it  were,  by  these  bright  woods  decked  for  a 
last  festival. 

It  was  the  $th  of  October — the  very  anniversary  of 
the  day  when  Marie  Antoinette,  sitting  alone  beside  the 
lake  at  Trianon,  was  startled  by  a  page  from  the  chateau 
bringing  the  news  of  the  arrival  of  the  Paris  mob,  and 
the  urgent  summons  to  return  at  once; — the  day  when 
she  passed  the  Temple  of  Love,  gleaming  amid  the  quiet 
streams,  for  the  last  time,  and  fled  back  through  the 
leafy  avenues  leading  to  Versailles,  under  a  sky — cloudy 
and  threatening  rain — which  was  remembered  by  a  later 
generation  as  blending  fitly  with  the  first  act  of  that 
most  eminent  tragedy — "The  Fall  of  the  House  of 
France." 

Madame  de  Pastourelles  had  in  her  hand  a  recent 
book  in  which  a  French  man  of  letters,  both  historian 
and  poet,  had  told  once  again  the  most  piteous  of  stories; 
a  story,  however,  which  seemed  then,  and  still  seems, 
to  be  not  even  yet  ripe  for  history — so  profound  and 
living  are  the  sympathies  and  the  passions  which  to  this 
day  surround  it  in  France. 

Eugenie  had  closed  the  book,  and  her  eyes,  as  they 
looked  out  upon  the  astonishing  light  and  shade  of  the 
terrace  and  its  surroundings,  had  filled,  unconsciously, 
with  tears,  not  so  much  for  Marie  Antoinette,  as  for 
all  griefs!  —  for  this  duped,  tortured,  struggling  life  of 
ours  —  for  the  "mortalia"  which  grip  all  hearts,  which 
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none  escape — pain,  and  separation,  and  remorse,  hopes 
deceived,  and  promise  mocked,  decadence  in  one's  self, 
change  in  others,  and  that  iron  gentleness  of  death  which 
closes  all. 

For  nearly  a  year  she  had  been  trying  to  recover  her 
forces  after  an  experience  which  had  shaken  her  being 
to  its  depths.  Not  because,  when  she  went  to  nurse  his 
last  days,  she  had  any  love  left,  in  the  ordinary  sense, 
for  her  ruined  and  debased  husband;  but  because  of 
that  vast  power  of  pity,  that  genius  for  compassion  to 
which  she  was  born.  Not  a  tremor  of  body  or  soul,  not 
a  pang  of  physical  or  spiritual  fear,  but  she  had  passed 
through  them,  in  common  with  the  man  she  upheld ;  a 
man  who,  like  Louis  the  Well-Beloved,  former  master 
of  the  building  beneath  whose  shadow  she  was  sitting, 
was  ready  to  grovel  for  her  pardon,  when  threatened 
with  a  priest  and  the  last  terrors,  and  would  have  recalled 
his  mistress,  rejoicing,  with  the  first  day  of  recovered 
health. 

He  and  she  had  asked  for  respite  in  vain  however; 
and  M.  de  Pastourelles  slept  with  his  fathers. 

Since  his  death,  her  strength  had  failed  her.  There 
had  been  no  definite  illness,  but  a  giving  way  for  some 
six  or  seven  months  of  nature's  resisting  powers.  Also 
— significant  sign  of  the  strength  of  all  her  personal 
affections! — in  addition  to  the  moral  and  physical  strain 
she  had  undergone,  she  had  suffered  much  about  this 
time  from  the  loss  of  her  maid,  an  old  servant  and  de- 
voted friend,  who  left  her  shortly  after  M.  de  Pastour- 
elles's  death  —  incited,  forced  thereto  by  Eugenie  —  in 
order  to  marry  and  go  out  to  Canada.  Eugenie  had 
missed  her  sorely;  and  insensibly,  the  struggle  to  get 
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well  had  been  the  harder.  The  doctors  ordered  travel 
and  change,  and  she  had  wandered  from  place  to  place, 
only  half -conscious,  as  it  often  seemed  to  her;  the  most 
docile  of  patients;  accompanied  now  by  one  member 
of  the  family,  now  by  another;  standing  as  it  were,  like 
the  bather  who  has  wandered  too  far  from  shore,  be- 
tween the  onward  current  which  means  destruction,  and 
that  backward  struggle  of  the  will  which  leads  to  life. 
And  little  by  little  the  tide  of  being  had  turned.  After 
a  winter  in  Egypt,  strength  had  begun  to  come  back; 
since  then  Switzerland  and  high  air  had  quickened  re- 
covery; and  now,  physically,  Euge'nie  was  almost  herself 
again. 

But  morally,  she  retained  a  deep  and  lasting  impress 
of  what  she  had  gone  through.  More  than  ever  was  she 
a  creature  of  tenderness,  of  the  most  delicate  perceptions, 
of  a  sensibility,  as  our  ancestors  would  have  called  it,  too 
great  for  this  hurrying  world.  Her  unselfishness,  always 
one  of  her  cradle-gifts,  had  become  almost  superhuman; 
and  had  she  been  of  another  temperament,  the  men  and 
women  about  her  might  have  instinctively  shrunk  from 
her,  as  too  perfect — now — for  human  nature's  daily  food. 
But  from  that  she  was  saved  by  a  score  of  most  woman- 
ish, most  mundane  qualities.  Nobody  knew  her,  luckily, 
for  the  saint  she  was;  she  herself  least  of  all.  As  her 
strength  renewed  itself,  her  soft  fun,  too,  came  back,  her 
gentle,  inexhaustible  delight  in  the  absurdities  of  men 
and  things,  which  gave  to  her  talk  and  her  personality 
a  kind  of  crackling  charm,  like  the  crispness  of  dry 
leaves  upon  an  autumn  path.  Naturally,  and  invinci- 
bly, she  loved  life  and  living;  all  the  high  forces  and 
emotions  called  to  her,  but  also  all  the  patches,  stains, 
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and  follies  of  this  queer  world;  and  there  is  no  saint, 
man  or  woman,  of  whom  this  can  be  said,  that  has  ever 
repelled  the  sinners.  It  is  the  difference  between  St. 
Francis  and  St.  Dominic! 

How  very  little — all  the  same — could  Eugenie  feel 
herself  with  the  saints,  on  this  October  afternoon!  She 
sat,  to  begin  with,  on  the  threshold  of  Madame  de  Pom- 
padour's apartment;  and  in  the  next  place,  she  had 
never  been  more  tremulously  steeped  in  doubts  and 
yearnings,  entirely  concerned  with  her  friends  and  her 
affections.  It  was  a  re-birth ;  not  of  youth — how  could 
that  be,  she  herself  would  have  asked,  seeing  that  she 
was  now  thirty-seven? — but  of  the  natural  Eugenie, 
who,  "intellectual"  though  she  were,  lived  really  by  the 
heart,  and  the  heart  only.  And  since  it  is  the  heart  that 
makes  youth  and  keeps  it — it  was  a  return  of  youth — 
and  of  beauty — that  had  come  upon  her.  In  her  black 
dress  and  shady  hat,  her  collar  and  cuffs  of  white  lawn, 
she  was  very  discreetly,  quietly  beautiful ;  the  passer-by 
did  not  know  what  it  was  that  had  touched  and  delight- 
ed him,  till  she  had  gone,  and  he  found  himself,  per- 
haps, looking  after  the  slim  yet  stately  figure;  but  it  was 
beauty  none  the  less.  And  the  autumn  violets,  her  sis- 
ter's gift,  that  were  fastened  to-day  in  profusion  at  her 
waist,  marked  in  truth  the  re-awakening  of  buried  things, 
of  feminine  instincts  long  repressed.  For  months,  her 
maid  Fanchette  had  dressed  her,  and  she  had  worn 
obediently  all  the  long  crape  gowns  and  veils  dictated 
by  the  etiquette  of  French  mourning.  But  to-day  she 
had  chosen  for  herself;  and  in  this  more  ordinary  garb, 
she  was  vaguely — sometimes  remorsefully — conscious  of 
relief  and  deliverance. 
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Two  subjects  filled  her  mind.  First,  a  conversation 
with  Fenwick  that  she  had  held  that  morning,  strolling 
through  the  upper  alleys  of  the  Park.  Poor  friend,  poor 
artist!  Often  and  often,  during  her  wanderings,  had  her 
thoughts  dwelt  anxiously  on  his  discontents  and  calami- 
ties ;  she  had  made  her  sister  or  her  father  write  to  him 
when  she  could  not  write  herself — though  Lord  Findon 
indeed  had  been  for  long  much  out  of  patience  with  him ; 
and  during  the  last  few  months  she  herself  had  written 
every  week.  But  she  had  never  felt  so  clearly  the  inex- 
orable limits  of  her  influence  with  him.  This  morning, 
just  as  of  old,  he  had  thrown  himself  tempestuously  upon 
her  advice.her  sympathy;  and  she  had  given  him  counsel 
as  she  best  could.  But  a  woman  knows  when  her  coun- 
sel is  likely  to  be  followed,  or  no.  Eugenie  had  no  illu- 
sions. In  his  sore,  self-tormented  state  he  was,  she  saw, 
at  the  mercy  of  any  passing  idea,  of  anything  that  seemed 
to  offer  him  vengeance  on  his  enemies,  or  the  satisfaction 
of  a  vanity  that  writhed  under  the  failure  he  was  all  the 
time  inviting  and  assuring. 

Yet  as  she  thought  of  him,  she  liked  him  better  than 
ever.  He  might  be  perverse,  yet  he  appealed  to  her 
profoundly!  The  years  of  his  success  had  refined  and 
civilized  him  no  doubt,  but  they  had  tended  to  make 
him  like  anybody  else.  Whereas  this  passionate  accent 
of  revolt — as  of  some  fierce  helpless  creature,  struggling 
blindly  in  bonds  of  its  own  making — had  perhaps  re- 
stored to  him  that  more  dramatic  element  which  his 
personality  had  possessed  in  his  sulky,  gifted  youth.  He 
had  expressed  himself  with  a  bitter  force  on  the  decline 
of  his  inspiration  and  the  weakening  of  his  will.  He 
was  going  to  the  dogs,  he  declared;  had  lost  all  his  hold 
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on  the  public ;  and  had  nothing  more  to  say  or  to  paint. 
And  she  had  been  very,  very  sorry  for  him,  but  conscious 
all  the  time  that  he  had  never  been  so  eloquent,  and 
never  in  such  good  looks,  what  with  the  angry  energy  of 
the  eyes,  and  the  sweep  of  grizzled  hair  across  the  power- 
ful brow,  and  the  lines  cut  by  life  and  thought  round  the 
vigorous,  impatient  mouth.  How  could  he  be  at  once  so 
able  and  so  childish!  Her  woman's  wit  pondered  it; 
while  at  the  same  time  she  remembered  with  emotion 
the  joy  with  which  he  had  greeted  her,  his  eager,  stam- 
mering sympathy,  his  rough  grasp  of  her  hand,  his 
frowning  scrutiny  of  her  pale  face. 

Yes,  he  was  a  great,  great  friend — and,  somehow,  she 
must  help  him!  Her  lips  parted  in  a  sigh  of  aspiration. 
If  only  this  unlucky  thing  had  not  happened! — this 
meeting  of  Arthur  and  of  Fenwick,  before  the  time,  be- 
fore she  had  prepared  and  engineered  it. 

And  so  she  came  to  her  second  topic  of  meditation. 
Gradually  as  her  mind  pursued  it,  her  aspect  seemed  to 
lose  its  new  and  tremulous  brightness ;  the  face  became 
once  more  a  little  gray  and  pinched.  They  had  some- 
how missed  all  the  letters  which  should  have  warned 
them.  To  find  Arthur  established  here,  with  his  poor 
invalid  wife — nothing  had  been  more  unexpected,  and, 
alack,  more  unwelcome,  considering  the  relations  be- 
tween them  and  John  Fenwick — Fenwick  who  was  prac- 
tically her  father's  guest  and  hers. 

Did  Arthur  think  it  strange,  unkind?  Wouldn't  he 
really  believe  that  it  was  pure  accident!  If  so,  it  would 
be  only  because  Elsie  was  there,  influencing  him  against 
his  old  friends — poor,  bitter,  stricken  Elsie.  Eugenie's 
lips  quivered.  There  flitted  before  her  the  image  of  the 
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girl  of  eighteen — muse  of  laughter  and  delight.  And  she 
recalled  the  taciturn  woman  whom  she  had  seen  on  her 
sofa  the  night  before,  speaking  coldly,  in  dry,  sharp  sen- 
tences, to  her  husband,  her  cousin,  her  maid — evidently 
unhappy  and  in  pain. 

Eugenie  shaded  her  eyes  from  the  light  of  the  terrace. 
Her  heart  seemed  to  be  sinking,  contracting.  Mrs. 
Welby  had  been  already  ill,  and  therewith  jealous  and 
tyrannical,  for  some  little  time  before  Madame  de  Pas- 
tourelles  had  been  summoned  to  the  death-bed  of  her 
husband!  But  now! — Eugenie  shrank  aghast  before 
what  she  saw  and  what  she  guessed. 

And  it  was,  too,  as  if  the  present  state  of  things — as 
if  the  new  hardness  in  Elsie's  eyes,  and  the  strange 
hostility  of  her  manner,  especially  towards  the  Findons, 
and  her  cousin  Eugenie — threw  light  on  earlier  years, 
on  many  a  puzzling  trait  and  incident  of  the  past. 

There  had  been  a  terrible  confinement,  at  the  end  of 
years  of  childlessness — a  still-born  child — and  then,  after 
a  short  apparent  recovery,  a  rapid  loss  of  strength  and 
power.  Poor,  poor  Elsie!  But  why — why  should  this 
trouble  have  awakened  in  her  this  dumb  tyranny  tow- 
ards Arthur,  this  alienation  from  Arthur's  friends  ? 

Euge'nie  sharply  drew  herself  together.  She  banished 
her  thoughts.  Elsie  was  young,  and  would  get  well. 
And  when  she  recovered,  she  would  know  who  were  her 
friends,  and  Arthur's. 

A  figure  came  towards  her,  crossing  the  parterre  d'eau. 
She  perceived  her  father — just  released.no  doubt,  from 
two  English  acquaintances  with  whom  he  had  been  ex- 
ploring the  "Bosquet  d'Apollon." 

He  hurried  towards  her — a  tall  Don  Quixote  of  a  man, 
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gaunt,  active,  gray-haired,  with  a  stride  like  a  youth  of 
eighteen,  and  the  very  minimum  of  flesh  on  his  well-hung 
frame.  Lord  Findon  had  gone  through  many  agitations 
during  the  last  ten  or  twelve  years.  In  his  own  opinion, 
he  had  upset  a  ministry,  he  had  re-created  the  army,  and 
saved  the  colonies  to  the  empire.  That  history  was  not 
as  well  aware  of  these  feats  as  it  should  be,  he  knew ;  but 
in  the  memoirs,  of  which  there  were  now  ten  volumes 
privately  printed  in  his  drawer,  he  had  provided  for  that. 
Meanwhile,  in  the  rush  of  his  opinions  and  partisanships, 
two  things  at  least  had  persisted  unchanged — his  adora- 
tion for  Eugenie — and  his  belief  that  if  only  man — and 
much  more  woman — would  but  exchange  "gulping"  for 
"chewing" — would  only,  that  is  to  say,  reform  their 
whole  system  of  mastication,  and  thereby  of  digestion, 
the  world  would  be  another  and  a  happier  place. 

He  came  up  now,  frowning,  and  out  of  temper. 

"Upon  my  word,  Eugenie,  the  blindness  of  some  peo- 
ple is  too  amazing!" 

"Is  it?     Sit  down,  papa,  and  look  at  that!" 

She  pushed  a  chair  towards  him,  smiling,  and  pointed 
to  the  terrace,  the  woods,  the  sky. 

"It's  all  very  well,  my  dear,"  said  Lord  Findon,  seat- 
ing himself — "but  this  place  tries  me  a  good  deal." 

"Because  the  ladies  in  the  restaurant  are  so  stout?" 
said  Eugenie.  "  Dear  papa — somebody  must  keep  these 
cooks  in  practice!" 

"Never  did  I  see  such  spectacles!"  said  Lord  Findon, 
fuming.  "And  when  one  knows  that  the  very  smallest 
attention  to  their  diet — and  they  might  be  sylphs  again 
— as  young  as  their  grandchildren! — it's  really  disheart- 
ening." 
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"It  is,"  said  Eugenie.  "Shall  we  announce  a  little 
conference  in  the  salon?  I'm  sure  the  ladies  would 
flock." 

"The  amount  the  French  eat  is  appalling!"  exclaimed 
Lord  Findon — without  noticing.  "And  they  have  such 
ridiculous  ideas  about  us!  I  said  something  about  their 
gluttony  to  M.  de  Villeton  this  morning — and  he  fired  up! 
— declared  he  had  spent  this  summer  in  English  country- 
houses,  and  we  had  seven  meals  a  day — all  told — and 
there  wasn't  a  Frenchman  in  the  world  had  more  than 
three — counting  his  coffee  in  the  morning." 

"He  had  us  there,"  said  Eugenie. 

"Not  at  all!  It  doesn't  matter  when  you  eat — it's 
what  and  how  much  you  eat.  We  can't  produce  such 
women,  as  one  sees  here.  I  tell  you,  Eugenie,  we  can't. 
It  takes  all  the  poetry  out  of  the  sex." 

Eugenie  smiled. 

"Haven't  you  been  walking  with  Lady  Marney, 
papa?" 

Lord  Findon  looked  a  little  annoyed. 

"She's  an  exception,  my  dear — a  hideous  exception." 

"I  wouldn't  mind  her  size,"  said  Eugenie,  softly — "if 
only  the  complexion  were  better  done." 

Lord  Findon  laughed. 

"Paint  is  on  the  increase,"  he  declared — "and  gam- 
bling too.  Villeton  tells  me  there  was  baccarat  in  the 
Marneys*  apartment  last  night,  and  Lady  Marney  lost 
enormously.  Age  seems  to  have  no  effect  on  these  peo- 
ple. She  must  be  nearly  seventy-five." 

"You  may  be  sure  she'll  play  till  the  last  trump,"  said 
Eugenie.  "Papa!"— her  tone  changed — "is  that  Elsie's 
chair?" 
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The  group  to  which  she  pointed  was  still  distant,  but 
Lord  Findon,  even  at  seventy,  had  the  eyes  of  an  eagle, 
and  could  read  an  affiche  a  mile  off. 

"It  is."  Lord  Findon  looked  a  little  disturbed,  and, 
turning,  he  scanned  the  terrace  up  and  down  before  he 
bent  towards  Eugenie. 

"You  know,  darling,  it's  an  awkward  business  about 
these  two  men.  I  don't  believe  Arthur's  patience  will 
hold  out." 

"Oh  yes  it  will,  papa.  For  our  sakes,  Arthur  would 
keep  the  peace." 

"If  the  other  will  let  him!  I  used  to  think,  Euge*nie, 
you  had  tamed  the  bear — but  upon  my  soul!" — Lord 
Findon  threw  up  his  hands  in  protest. 

"He's  in  low  spirits,  papa.  It  will  be  better  soon," 
said  Eugenie,  softly,  and  as  she  spoke  she  rose  and  went 
down  the  steps  to  meet  the  Welbys. 

Lord  Findon  followed  her,  tormented  by  a  queer,  un- 
welcome thought.  Was  it  possible  that  Eugenie  was 
now — with  her  widowhood — beginning  to  take  a  more 
than  friendly  interest  in  that  strange  fellow,  Fenwick? 
If  so,  he  would  be  tolerably  punished  for  his  meddling  of 
long  ago!  To  have  snatched  her  from  Arthur,  in  order 
to  hand  her  to  John  Fenwick! — Lord  Findon  crimsoned 
hotly  at  the  notion,  all  his  pride  of  race  and  caste  up  in 
arms. 

Of  course  she  ought  now  to  marry.  He  wished  to  see 
her  before  he  died  the  wife  of  some  good  fellow,  and  the 
mistress  of  a  great  house.  Why  not?  Eugenie's  dis- 
tinctions of  person  and  family — leaving  her  fortune, 
which  was  considerable,  out  of  count — were  equal  to 
any  fate.  "  It's  all  very  well  to  despise  such  things — 
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but  we  have  to  keep  up  the  traditions,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, testily. 

And  in  spite  of  her  thirty-seven  years  a  suitable  bride- 
groom would  not  be  at  all  hard  to  find.  Lord  Findon 
had  perceived  that,  in  Egypt,  where  they  had  spent  the 
winter  and  early  spring.  Several  of  the  most  distin- 
guished men  then  in  Cairo  had  been  her  devoted  slaves — 
ill  as  she  was  and  at  half -power.  Alderney — almost  cer- 
tain to  be  the  next  Viceroy  of  India — one  of  the  most 
charming  of  widowers,  with  an  only  daughter — it  had 
been  plain  both  to  Lord  Findon  and  his  stupid  wife  that 
Eugenie  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon  a  man  no  less 
romantic  than  fastidious.  Eugenie  had  but  to  lift  her 
hand,  and  he  would  have  followed  them  to  Syria.  On 
the  contrary,  she  had  taken  special  pains  to  prevent  it. 
And  General  F. — and  that  clever  fellow  X. — who  was 
now  reorganizing  Egyptian  finance — and  several  more — 
they  were  all  under  the  spell. 

But  Eugenie  had  this  quixotic  liking  for  the  "intel- 
lectuals" of  a  particular  sort,  for  artists  and  poets,  and 
people  in  difficulties  generally.  Well,  he  had  it  himself, 
he  reflected,  frowning,  as  he  strolled  after  her;  but  there 
were  limits.  Marriage  was  a  thing  apart ;  in  that  quar- 
ter, at  any  rate,  it  was  no  good  supposing  you  could 
escape  from  the  rules  of  the  game. 

Not  that  the  rules  always  led  you  right — witness  De 
Pastourelles  and  his  villanies.  But  matrimonial  an- 
archy was  not  to  be  justified,  any  more  than  social 
anarchy,  by  the  failures  and  drawbacks  of  arrange- 
ments which  were  on  the  whole  for  people's  good. 
Passe  encore! — if  Fen  wick  had  only  fulfilled  the  prom- 
ise of  his  youth!  —  were  at  least  a  successful  art- 
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ist,  instead  of  promising  to  become  a  quarrelsome  fail- 
ure! 

Now  if  Arthur  himself  were  free !  Supposing  this  poor 
girl  were  to  succumb  ? — what  then  ? 

At  this  point  Lord  Findon  checked  himself  roughly, 
and  a  minute  afterwards  was  shaking  Welby  by  the  hand 
and  stooping  with  an  old  man's  courtesy  over  the  invalid 
carriage  in  which  Mrs.  Welby  lay  reclined. 

Euphrosyne,  indeed,  had  shed  her  laughter!  A  face 
with  sunken  eyes  and  drawn  lips,  and  with  that  perpetual 
suspicious  furrow  in  the  brow,  which  meant  a  terror  lest 
any  movement  or  jar  should  let  loose  the  enemy,  pain; 
an  emaciated  body,  from  which  all  the  soft  mouldings  of 
youth  had  departed;  a  frail  hand,  lying  in  mute  appeal 
on  the  shawl  with  which  she  was  covered: — this  was 
now  Elsie  Welby,  whose  beauty  in  the  first  years  of 
her  marriage  had  been  one  of  the  adornments  of 
London. 

Euge'nie  was  bending  over  her,  and  Mrs.  Welby  was 
pettishly  answering. 

"  It's  so  stiff  and  formal.  I  don't  admire  this  kind  of 
thing.  And  there  isn't  a  bit  of  shade  on  this  terrace. 
I  think  it's  ugly!" 

Welby  laid  a  hand  on  hers,  smiling. 

"But  to-day,  Be'be',  you  like  the  sun? — in  October?" 

Mrs.  Welby  was  very  decidedly  of  opinion  that  even 
in  October  there  was  a  glare — and  in  August — she  shud- 
dered to  think  of  it!  It  was  so  tiresome,  too,  to  have 
missed  the  Grandes  Eaux.  So  like  French  red  tape,  to 
insist  on  stopping  them  on  a  particular  date.  Why 
should  they  be  stopped  ?  As  to  expense,  that  was  non- 
sense. How  could  water  cost  anything !  It  was  because 
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the  French  were  so  doctrinaire,  so  tyrannical — so  fond  of 
managing  for  managing's  sake. 

So  the  pettish  voice  rambled  on,  the  others  tenderly 
and  sadly  listening,  till  presently  Lord  Findon  shook  his 
gaunt  shoulders. 

"Upon  my  word  it  begins  to  get  cold.  With  your 
leave,  Elsie,  I  could  do  with  a  little  more  sun!  Arthur, 
shall  we  take  a  brisk  walk  round  the  canal  before 
tea?" 

Welby  looked  anxiously  at  his  wife.  She  had  closed 
her  eyes,  and  her  pale  lips,  tightly  shut,  made  no  move- 
ment. 

"  I  think  I  promised  Elsie  to  stay  with  her,"  he  said, 
uncertainly. 

"Let  me  stay  with  Elsie,  please,"  said  Eugenie. 

The  blue  eyes  unclosed. 

"  Don't  be  more  than  an  hour,  Arthur."  said  the  young 
wife,  ungraciously.  "You  know  I  asked  Mrs.  Westma- 
cott  to  tea." 

The  gentlemen  walked  off,  and  a  sharp  sensation  im- 
pressed upon  Madame  de  Pastourelles  that  Arthur  was 
only  allowed  to  go  with  Lord  Findon,  because  she  was 
not  of  the  party. 

A  sudden  color  rose  into  her  cheeks.  For  the  hour 
that  followed,  she  devoted  herself  to  her  cousin.  But 
Mrs.  Welby  was  difficult  and  querulous.  Among  other 
complaints  she  expressed  herself  bitterly  as  to  the  ap- 
pearance of  Mr.  Fenwick  at  Versailles.  Arthur  had  been 
so  taken  aback — Mr.  Fenwick  was  always  so  atrociously 
rude  to  him!  Arthur  would  have  never  come  to  Ver- 
sailles had  he  known;  but  of  course,  as  Uncle  Findon 
and  Eugenie  liked  Mr.  Fenwick,  as  he  was  their  friend, 
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Arthur  couldn't  now  avoid  meeting  him.  It  was  ex- 
tremely disagreeable. 

"  I  think  they  needn't  meet  very  much,"  said  Eugdnie, 
soothingly — "and  papa  and  I  will  do  our  best  to  keep 
Mr.  Fenwick  in  order." 

"I  wonder  why  he  came,"  said  Elsie,  fretfully. 

"He  has  some  work  to  do  for  the  production  of  this 
play  on  Mane  Antoinette.  And  I  suppose  he  wanted  to 
meet  us.  You  see,  we  didn't  know  about  Arthur." 

"I  can't  think  why  you  like  him  so  much." 

"  He  is  an  old  friend,  my  dear! — and  just  now  very  un- 
happy, and  out  of  spirits." 

"All  his  own  fault,  Arthur  says.  He  had  the  ball  at 
his  feet." 

"I  know,"  said  Eugenie,  smiling  sadly.  "That's  the 
tragedy  of  it!" 

There  was  silence.  Mrs.  Welby  still  observed  her 
companion.  A  variety  of  expressions,  all  irritable  or 
hostile,  passed  through  the  large,  languid  eyes. 

The  afternoon  faded — on  the  blue  surface  of  the  dis- 
tant "canal,"  the  great  poplars  that  stand  sentinel  at 
the  western  edge  of  the  Park,  one  to  right,  and  one  to 
left  —  last  gardes  du  corps  of  the  House  of  France! — 
threw  long  shadows  on  the  water ;  and  across  the  open- 
ing which  they  marked,  drifted  the  smoke  of  burning 
weeds,  the  only  but  sufficient  symbol,  amid  the  splendid 
scene,  of  that  peasant  France  which  destroyed  Versailles. 
It  was  four  o'clock,  and  to  their  left,  as  they  sat  sheltered 
on  the  southern  side  of  the  chateau,  the  visitors  of  the 
day  were  pouring  out  into  the  gardens.  The  shutters  of 
the  lower  rooms,  in  the  apartments  of  the  Dauphin  and 
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of  Mesdames,  were  being  closed  one  by  one,  by  the 
gardiens  within.  Eugenie  peered  through  the  window 
beside  her.  She  saw  before  her  a  long  vista  of  darkened 
and  solitary  rooms,  dim  portraits  of  the  marshals  of 
France  just  visible  on  their  walls.  Suddenly — under  a 
gleam  of  light  from  a  shutter  not  yet  fastened — there 
shone  out  amid  the  shadows  a  bust  of  Louis  Seize!  The 
Bourbon  face,  with  its  receding  brow,  its  heavy,  good- 
natured  lips,  its  smiling  incapacity,  held — dominated — 
the  palace. 

Eugenie  watched,  holding  her  breath.  Slowly  the 
light  died;  the  marble  withdrew  into  the  dark;  and 
Louis  Seize  was  once  more  with  the  ghosts. 

Eugenie's  fancy  pursued  him.  She  thought  of  the 
night  of  the  2oth  of  January,  1793,  when  Madame  Royale 
in  the  darkness  of  the  Temple,  heard  her  mother  turning 
miserably  on  her  bed,  sleepless  with  grief  and  cold, 
waiting  for  that  last  rendezvous  of  seven  o'clock  which 
the  King  had  promised  her  —  waiting  —  waiting  —  till 
the  great  bell  of  Notre  Dame  told  her  that  Louis 
had  passed  to  another  meeting,  more  urgent,  more 
peremptory  still. 

"Oh,  poor  soul! — poor  soul!"  she  said,  aloud,  pressing 
her  hands  on  her  eyes. 

"What  on  earth  do  you  mean!"  said  Mrs.  Welby's 
voice  beside  her — startled — stiff — a  little  suspicious. 

Euge'nie  looked  up  and  blushed. 

"I  beg  your  pardon! — I  was  thinking  of  Marie  An- 
toinette." 

"I'm  so  tired  of  Marie  Antoinette!"  said  the  invalid, 
raising  a  petulant  hand,  and  letting  it  fall  again,  inert. 
"All  the  silly  memorials  of  her  they  sell  here! — and  the 
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sentimental  talk  about  her!  Arthur,  of  course,  now — 
with  his  picture — thinks  of  nothing  else." 

"Naturally!" 

"I  don't  know.  People  are  bored  with  Marie  An- 
toinette. I  wish  he'd  taken  another  subject.  And  as  to 
her  beauty — how  could  she  have  been  beautiful,  with 
those  staring  eyes,  and  that  lower  lip!  I  say  so  to 
Arthur — and  he  raves — and  quotes  Horace  Walpole — 
and  all  sorts  of  people.  But  one  can  see  for  one's  self. 
People  are  much  prettier  now  than  they  ever  were  then! 
We  should  think  nothing  of  their  beauties." 

And  the  delicate  lips  of  this  once  lovely  child,  this 
flower  withered  before  its  time,  made  a  cold  gesture  of 
contempt. 

In  Eugenie's  eyes,  as  they  rested  upon  her  companion, 
there  was  a  flash — was  it  of  horror  ? 

Was  she  jealous  even  of  the  dead  women  whom  Arthur 
painted  ? — no  less  than  of  his  living  friends  ? 

Eugenie  came  close  to  her,  took  the  irresponsive  hand 
in  hers,  tucked  the  shawls  closer  round  the  wasted  limbs, 
bent  over  her,  chatting  and  caressing.  Then,  as  the  sun 
began  to  drop  quickly,  Madame  de  Pastourelles  rose,  and 
went  to  the  corner  of  the  chateau,  to  see  if  the  gentlemen 
were  in  sight.  But  in  less  than  a  minute  Mrs.  Welby 
called  her  back. 

"I  must  go  in  now,"  she  said,  fretfully.  "This  place 
is  really  too  cold!" 

"  She  won't  let  me  go  to  meet  them,"  thought  Eugenie, 
involuntarily;  sharply  reproaching  herself,  a  moment 
afterwards,  for  the  mere  thought. 

But  when  Elsie  had  been  safely  escorted  home,  Euge'nie 
slipped  back  through  the  darkening  streets,  taking  good 
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care  that  her  path  should  not  lead  her  across  her  father 
and  Arthur  Welby. 

She  fled  towards  the  western  flight  of  the  Hundred 
Steps,  and  ran  down  the  vast  staircase  towards  the 
Orangerie,  and  the  still  shining  lake  beyond,  girdled 
with  vaporous  woods.  A  majesty  of  space  and  light 
enwrapped  her,  penetrated,  as  everywhere  at  Versailles, 
with  memory,  with  the  bitterness  and  the  glory  of  human 
things.  In  the  distance  the  voices  of  the  children  still 
playing  beside  their  nurses  on  the  upper  terrace  died 
away.  Close  by,  a  white  Artemis  on  her  pedestal  bent 
forward — eager — her  gleaming  bow  in  air,  watching,  as 
it  were,  the  arrow  she  had  just  sped  towards  the  win- 
dows of  Madame  de  Pompadour;  and  beside  her,  a 
nymph,  daughter  of  gods,  turned  to  the  palace  with  a 
free,  startled  movement,  shading  her  eyes  that  she  might 
gaze  the  more  intently  on  that  tattered  tricolor  which 
floats  above  the  palace  of  "Le  Roi  Soleil." 

"Oh,  poor  Arthur — poor  Arthur!  And  I  did  it! — I 
did  it!" 

It  was  the  cry  of  Eugenie's  inmost  life. 

And  before  she  knew,  she  found  herself  enveloped  in 
memories  that  rolled  in  upon  her  like  waves  of  storm. 
How  long  it  had  been  before  she  would  allow  herself  to 
see  anything  amiss  with  this  marriage  she  had  herself 
made!  And,  indeed, it  was  only  since  Elsie's  illness  that 
things  dimly  visible  before  had  sprung  into  that  sharp 
and  piteous  relief  in  which  they  stood  to-day.  Before  it, 
indications,  waywardnesses,  the  faults  of  a  young  and 
petted  wife.  But  since  the  physical  collapse,  the  inner 
motives  and  passions  had  stood  up  bare  and  black,  like 
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the  ribs  of  a  wrecked  ship  from  the  sand.  And  as 
Eugdnie  had  been  gradually  forced  to  understand  them, 
they  had  worked  upon  her  own  mind  as  a  silent,  yet 
ever-growing  accusation,  against  which  she  defended 
herself  in  vain. 

Surely,  surely  she  had  done  no  wrong!  To  have 
allowed  Arthur  to  go  on  binding  his  life  ever  more  and 
more  closely  to  hers,  would  have  been  a  crime.  What 
could  she  give  him,  that  such  a  nature  most  deeply 
needed?  Home,  wifely  love,  and  children — it  was  to 
these  dear  enwrapping  powers  she  had  committed  him 
in  what  she  had  done.  She  had  feared  for  herself  indeed. 
But  is  it  a  sin  to  fear  sin  ? — the  declension  of  one's  own 
best  will,  the  staining  of  one's  purest  feeling  ? 

On  her  part  she  could  proudly  answer  for  herself. 
Never  since  Welby's  marriage,  either  in  thought  or  act, 
had  she  given  Arthur's  wife  the  smallest  just  cause  of 
offence.  Eugenie's  was  often  an  anxious  and  a  troubled 
conscience ;  but  not  here,  not  in  this  respect.  She  knew 
herself  true. 

But  from  Elsie's  point  of  view?  Had  she  in  truth 
sacrificed  an  ignorant  child  to  her  impetuous  wish  for 
Arthur's  happiness,  a  too  scrupulous  care  for  her  own 
peace ?  How  "sacrifice "  ?  She  had  given  the  child  her 
heart's  desire.  Arthur  was  not  in  love;  but  Elsie  Bligh 
would  have  accepted  him  as  a  husband  on  any  terms. 
Tenderly,  in  good  faith,  trusting  to  the  girl's  beauty,  and 
Arthur's  rich  and  loving  nature,  Eugenie  had  joined 
their  hands. 

Was  that  in  reality  her  offence?  In  spite  of  all  the 
delicacy  with  which  it  had  been  done,  had  the  girl's 
passion  guessed  the  truth  ?  And  having  guessed  it,  had 
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she  then  failed — and  failed  consciously — to  make  the 
gift  her  own  ? 

Eugenie  had  watched — often  with  a  sinking  spirit — 
the  development  of  a  nature,  masked  by  youth  and  hap- 
piness, but  essentially  narrow  and  poor,  full  of  mean 
ambitions  and  small  antipathies.  Arthur  had  played 
his  part  bravely,  with  all  the  chivalry  and  the  conscience 
that  might  have  been  expected  of  him.  And  there  had 
been  moments — intervals — of  apparent  happiness,  when 
Eugenie's  own  conscience  had  been  laid  to  sleep. 

Was  there  anything  she  might  have  done  for  those 
two  people,  that  she  had  not  done?  And  Elsie  had 
seemed — she  sadly  remembered — to  love  her,  to  trust 
her — till  this  tragic  break-down.  Indeed,  so  long  as  she 
could  dress,  dance,  dine,  and  chatter  as  much  as  she 
pleased,  with  her  husband  in  constant  attendance,  Mrs. 
Welby  had  shown  no  open  discontent  with  her  lot ;  and 
if  her  caresses  often  hurt  Eugenie  more  than  they  pleased, 
there  had  been  no  outward  dearth  of  them. 

Alack! — Eugenie's  heart  was  wrung  with  pity  for  the 
young  maimed  creature;  but  the  peevish  image  of  the 
wife  was  swept  away  by  the  more  truly  tragic  image  of 
the  husband.  Eugenie  might  try  to  persuade  herself  of 
the  possibility  of  Elsie's  recovery;  her  real  instinct 
denied  it.  Yet  life  was  not  necessarily  threatened,  it 
seemed,  though  certain  fatal  accidents  might  end  it  in  a 
week.  The  omens  pointed  to  a  long  and  fluctuating 
case — to  years  of  hopeless  nursing  for  Arthur,  and  com- 
plaining misery  for  his  wife. 

Years !  Eugenie  sat  down  in  a  corner  of  the  Orangerie 
garden,  locking  her  hands  together,  in  a  miserable  pity 
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for  Arthur.  She  knew  well  what  a  shining  pinnacle  of 
success  and  fame  Welby  occupied  in  the  eyes  of  the 
world ;  she  knew  how  envious  were  the  lesser  men — such 
a  man  as  John  Fenwick,  for  instance — of  a  reputation 
and  a  success  they  thought  overdone  and  undeserved. 
But  Arthur  himself!  She  seemed  to  be  looking  into  his 
face,  graven  on  the  dusk,  the  face  of  a  man  tragically 
silent,  patient,  eternally  disappointed;  of  an  artist  con- 
scious of  ideals  and  discontents,  loftier,  more  poignant 
far  than  his  fellows  will  ever  know — of  a  poet,  alone  at 
heart,  forbidden  to  "speak  out,"  blighted,  and  in  pain. 

"Arthur — Arthur!"  She  leaned  her  head  against  the 
pedestal  of  a  marble  vase — wrestling  with  herself. 

Then,  quick  as  fire,  there  flew  through  her  veins,  the 
alternate  possibility — Elsie's  death — freedom  for  herself 
and  Arthur — the  power  to  retrace  her  own  quixotic, 
fatal  step.  .  .  . 

Madame  de  Pastourelles  rose  to  her  feet,  rigid  and 
straight  in  her  black  dress,  wrestling  as  though  with  an 
attacking  Apollyon.  She  seemed  to  herself  a  murderess 
in  thought — the  lowest  and  vilest  of  human  beings.  In 
an  anguish  she  looked  through  the  darkness,  in  a  wild 
appeal  to  Heaven  to  save  her  from  herself — this  new  self, 
unknown  to  her! — to  shut  down  and  trample  on  this 
mutiny  of  a  sinful  and  selfish  heart — to  make  it  impos- 
sible— impossible  ! — that  ever  again,  even  without  her 
will,  against  her  will,  a  thought  so  hideous,  so  incredible, 
should  enter  and  defile  her  mind. 

She  walked  on  blindly  towards  the  water  and  the 
woods.  Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  which  she  could  not 
stop.  Unconsciously,  to  hide  them,  she  threw  round 
her  head  a  black  lace  scarf  she  had  brought  out  with  her 
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against  the  evening  chill,  and  drew  it  close  round  her 
face. 

"  How  late  you  are!"  said  a  joyous  voice  beside  her. 

She  looked  up.  Fenwick  emerging  from  the  wood, 
towards  the  shelter  of  which  she  was  hurrying,  stood 
before  her,  bareheaded,  as  he  often  walked,  his  eyes 
unable  to  hide  the  pleasure  with  which  he  beheld  her. 

She  gave  a  little  gasp. 

"You  startled  me!" 

In  the  dim  light,  he  could  only  see  her  slight  fluttering 
smile ;  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  she  was  or  had  been  in 
agitation.  But  at  least  it  was  nothing  hostile  to  himself ; 
nay,  it  was  borne  in  upon  him  as  he  turned  his  steps,  and 
she  walked  beside  him  with  a  quick  yet  gradually  subsid- 
ing breath,  that  his  appearance  had  been  a  relief  to  her, 
that  she  was  glad  of  his  companionship. 

And  he — miserable  fellow! — to  him  it  was  peace  after 
struggle,  balm  after  torment.  For  his  thoughts,  as  he 
wandered  through  the  Satory  woods  alone,  had  been  the 
thoughts  of  a  hypochondriac.  He  hastened  to  leave 
them,  now  that  she  was  near. 

They  wandered  along  the  eastern  edge  of  the  "Swiss 
Water,"  towards  the  woods  amid  which  the  railway  runs. 
Through  the  gold-and-purple  air  the  thin  autumn  trees 
rose  lightly  into  the  evening  sky,  marching  in-  ordered 
ranks  beside  the  water.  Young  men  were  fishing  in  the 
lake;  boys  and  children  were  playing  near  it,  and  sweet- 
hearts walking  in  the  dank  grass.  The  evening  peace, 
with  its  note  of  decay  and  death,  seemed  to  stir  feeling 
rather  than  soothe  it.  It  set  the  nerves  trembling. 

He  began  to  talk  of  some  pictures  he  had  been  studying 
in  the  Palace  that  day — Nattiers,  Rigauds,  Drouais — 
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examples  of  that  happy,  sensuous,  confident  art,  pro- 
duced by  a  society  that  knew  no  doubts  of  itself,  which 
not  to  have  enjoyed — so  the  survivors  of  it  thought — 
was  to  be  forever  ignorant  of  what  the  charm  of  life 
might  be. 

Fenwick  spoke  of  it  with  envy  and  astonishment. 
The  pleasure  of  it  had  penetrated  him,  its  gay,  perpetual 
festa — as  compared  with  the  strain  of  thought  and  con- 
science under  which  the  modern  lives. 

"It  gives  me  a  perfect  hunger  for  fine  clothes,  and 
jewels,  and  masquerades — and  '  fetes  de  nuit ' — and  every 
sort  of  theatricality  and  expense!  Nature  has  sent  us 
starvelings  on  the  scene  a  hundred  years  late.  We  are 
like  children  in  the  rain,  flattening  our  noses  against  a 
ballroom  window." 

"There  were  plenty  of  them  then" — said  Eugenie. 
"But  they  broke  in  and  sacked  the  ballroom." 

"Yes.  What  folly!"  he  said,  bitterly.  "We  are  all 
still  groping  among  the  ruins." 

"No,  no!  Build  a  new  Palace  of  Beauty — and  bring 
everybody  in — out  of  the  rain." 

"  Ridiculous !"  he  declared,  with  sparkling  eyes.  "  Art 
and  pleasure  were  only  for  the  few.  Try  and  spread 
them,  make  current  coin  of  them,  and  they  vanished  like 
fairy  gold." 

"So  only  the  artist  may  be  happy?" 

"The  artist  is  never  happy!"  he  said,  roughly.  "But 
the  few  people  who  appreciate  him  and  rob  him,  enjoy 
themselves.  By-the-way,  I  took  one  of  your  ideas  this 
morning,  and  made  a  sketch  of  it.  I  haven't  noted  a 
composition  of  any  sort  for  weeks — except  for  this 
beastly  play.  It  came  to  me  while  we  talked." 
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"Ah!"  Her  face,  turned  to  him,  received  the  news 
with  a  shrinking  pleasure. 

He  developed  his  idea  before  her,  drawing  it  on  the 
air  with  his  stick,  or  on  the  sand  of  the  alleys  where  the 
arching  trees  overhead  seemed  still  to  hold  a  golden  twi- 
light captive.  The  picture  was  to  represent  that  fine 
metal-worker  of  the  ancien  regime  who,  when  the  Revo- 
lution came,  took  his  ragged  children  with  him  and  went 
to  the  palace  which  contained  his  work — work  for  which 
he  had  never  been  paid — and  hammered  it  to  pieces. 

Fenwick  talked  himself  at  last  into  something  like 
enthusiasm ;  and  Eugenie  listened  to  him  with  a  pitiful 
eagerness,  only  anxious  to  lead  him  on,  to  put  this  friend- 
ship, and  the  pure  sympathy  and  compassion  of  her  feel- 
ing for  him,  between  her  and  the  ugly  memory  which 
hovered  round  her  like  a  demon  thing.  These  dreams 
of  the  intellect  and  of  art,  as  they  gradually  rose  and 
took  shape  between  them,  were  so  infinitely  welcome! 
Clean,  blameless,  strengthening — they  put  the  ghosts  to 
flight,  they  gave  her  back  herself. 

"Oh,  you  must  paint  it!"  she  said — "you  must." 

He  stopped,  and  walked  on  abruptly.  Then  she 
pressed  him  to  promise  her  a  time  and  date.  It  must  be 
ready  for  a  new  gallery,  and  a  distinguished  exhibition, 
just  about  to  open. 

He  shook  his  head. 

"I  probably  sha'n't  care  about  it  to-morrow." 

She  protested. 

"Just  now  you  were  so  keen!" 

He  hesitated — then  blurted  out — "  Because  I  was  talk- 
ing to  you!  When  you're  not  there — I  know  very  well 
— I  shall  fall  back  to  where  I  was  before." 
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She  tried  to  laugh  at  him  for  a  too  dependent  friend, 
who  must  always  be  fed  on  sugar-plums  of  praise;  but 
the  silence  with  which  he  met  her,  checked  her.  It  was 
too  full  of  emotion ;  and  she  ran  away  from  it. 

She  ran,  however,  in  vain.  They  reached  the  end  of 
the  lake,  and  went  to  look  at  the  mouldering  statue  of 
Louis  Quatorze  at  its  farther  end — fantastic  work  of  the 
great  Bernini — Louis  on  a  vast,  curly  maned  beast,  with 
flames  bursting  round  him — flung  out  into  the  wilderness 
and  the  woods,  because  Louis,  after  adding  the  flames  to 
Bernini's  composition,  finally  pronounced  the  statue 
unworthy  of  himself  and  of  the  sacred  enclosure  of  the 
Park.  So  here,  on  the  outer  edge  of  Versailles,  the 
crumbling  failure  rises,  in  exile  to  this  day,  without  so 
much  as  a  railing  to  protect  it  from  the  scribbling  tourist 
who  writes  his  name  all  over  it.  In  the  realm  of  art,  it 
seemed,  the  King's  writ  still  ran,  and  the  King's  doom 
stood. 

Fenwick's  rhetorical  sense  was  touched  by  the  statue 
and  its  history.  He  examined  it,  talking  fast  and  well. 
Eugdnie  meanwhile  winning  from  him  all  he  had  to  give, 
by  the  simplest  words  and  looks — he  the  reed,  and  she 
the  player.  His  mind,  his  fancy,  worked  easily  once 
more,  under  the  stimulus  of  her  presence.  His  despond- 
ency began  to  give  way.  He  believed  in  himself — felt 
himself  an  artist — again.  The  relief,  physical  and  men- 
tal, was  too  tempting.  He  flung  himself  upon  it  with 
reckless  desire,  incapable  of  denying  himself,  or  of  count- 
ing the  cost.  And  meanwhile,  the  effect  of  her  black 
scarf,  loosened,  and  eddying  round  her  head  and  face  in 
the  soft  night  wind,  defining  their  small  oval,  and  the 
beauty  of  the  brow,  enchanted  his  painter's  eye.  There 
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was  a  moment,  just  as  they  re-entered  the  Park,  when, 
as  she  stood  looking  at  a  moon-touched  vista  before 
them,  the  floating  scarf  suddenly  recalled  to  him  the 
outline  of  that  lovely  hood  in  which  Romney  framed 
the  radiant  head  of  Lady  Hamilton  as  "The  Semp- 
stress." 

The  recollection  startled  him.  Romney!  Involun- 
tarily there  flashed  across  him  Phoebe's  use  of  the 
Romney  story — her  fierce  comments  on  the  deserted 
wife — the  lovely  mistress.  Perhaps,  while  she  stood 
looking  at  the  portrait  in  his  studio,  she  was  thinking  of 
Lady  Hamilton,  and  all  sorts  of  other  ludicrous  and 
shameful  things! 

And  this,  all  the  while,  was  the  reality — this  pure, 
ethereal  being,  in  whose  presence  he  was  already  a  better 
and  a  more  hopeful  man! — who  seemed  to  bring  a  fellow 
comfort,  and  moral  renewal,  in  the  mere  touch  of  her 
kind  hand. 

The  shock  of  inner  debate  still  further  weakened  his 
self-control.  He  slipped,  hardly  knowing  how  or  why, 
into  a  far  more  intimate  confession  of  himself  than  he 
had  yet  made  to  her.  In  the  morning  he  had  given  her 
the  outer  history  of  his  life,  during  the  year  of  her 
absence.  But  this  was  the  inner  history  of  a  man's 
weakness  and  failure — of  his  quarrels  and  hatreds,  his 
baffled  ambitions  and  ideals.  She  put  it  together  as 
best  she  could  from  his  hurried,  excited  talk — from 
stories  half  told,  fierce  charges  against  "charlatans"  and 
"intriguers,"  mingled  with  half -serious,  half -comic  re- 
turns upon  himself,  attacks  on  all  the  world,  alter- 
nating with  a  ruthless  self-analysis — the  talk  of  a  man 
who  challenges  society  one  moment  with  an  angry 
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"  J' accuse!" — and  sees  himself  the  next — sardonically — 
as  the  chief  obstacle  in  his  own  way. 

Then  suddenly  a  note  of  intense  loneliness — anguish — 
inexplicable  despair.  Eugenie  could  not  stop  it,  could 
not  withdraw  herself.  There  was  a  strange  feeling  that 
it  brought  her  the  answer  to  her  prayer.  They  hurried 
on  through  the  lower  walks  of  the  Park — plunging  now 
through  tunnelled  depths  of  shade,  and  now  emerging 
into  spaces  where  sunset  and  moonrise  rained  a  mingled 
influence  on  glimmering  water,  on  the  dim  upturned 
faces  of  Ceres  or  Flora,  or  the  limbs  of  flower-crowned 
nymphs  and  mermaids.  It  seemed  impossible  to  turn 
homeward,  to  break  off  their  conversation.  When  they 
reached  the  "Bassin  de  Neptune"  they  left  the  Park, 
turning  down  the  Trianon  Avenue,  in  the  growing  dark, 
till  they  saw  to  their  right,  behind  its  iron  gates,  the 
gleaming  facade  of  the  Petit  Trianon;  woods  all  about 
them,  and  to  their  left,  again,  the  shimmer  of  wide  water. 
Meanwhile  the  dying  leaves,  driven  by  the  evening  wind, 
descended  on  them  in  a  soft  and  ceaseless  shower;  the 
woods,  so  significant  and  human  in  their  planned  and 
formal  beauty,  brought  their  "visionary  majesties"  of 
moonlight  and  of  gloom  to  bear  on  nerve  and  sense, 
turned  all  that  was  said  and  all  that  was  felt,  beneath 
their  spell,  to  poetry. 

Suddenly,  at  the  Trianon  gate,  Eugenie  stopped. 

"I'm  very  tired,"  she  said,  faintly.  "I  am  afraid  we 
must  go  back." 

Fenwick  denounced  himself  for  a  selfish  brute;  and 
they  turned  homeward.  But  it  was  not  physical  fatigue 
she  felt.  It  was  rather  the  burden  of  a  soul  thrown  head- 
long upon  hers — the  sudden  appeal  of  a  task  which 
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seemed  to  be  given  her  by  God — for  the  bridling  of  her 
own  heart,  and  the  comforting  and  restoring  of  John 
Fenwick.  From  all  the  conflicting  emotion  of  an  even- 
ing which  changed  her  life,  what  remained — or  seemed 
to  remain — was  a  missionary  call  of  duty  and  affection. 
"Save  him! — and  master  thyself!" 

So,  yet  again,  poor  Eugenie  slipped  into  the  snare 
which  Fate  had  set  for  one  who  was  only  too  much  a 
woman. 

The  Rue  des  Reservoirs  was  very  empty  as  Fenwick 
and  Madame  de  Pastourelles  mounted  the  paved  slope 
leading  towards  the  hotel.  The  street-lamps  were 
neither  many  nor  bright — but  from  the  glazed  gallery 
of  the  restaurant,  a  broad,  cheerful  illumination  streamed 
upon  the  passers-by.  They  stepped  within  its  bounds. 
And  at  the  moment,  a  woman  who  had  just  crossed  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street  stopped  abruptly  to  look 
at  them.  They  paused  a  few  minutes  in  the  entrance, 
still  chatting;  the  woman  opposite  made  a  movement 
as  though  to  re-cross  the  street,  then  shook  her  head, 
laughed,  and  walked  away.  Fenwick  went  into  the 
restaurant  and  Eugenie  hurried  through  the  court -yard 
to  the  door  of  the  Findons'  apartment. 

But  in  her  reflections  of  the  night,  Eugenie  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  situation,  as  it  then  stood  at  Ver- 
sailles, was  not  one  to  be  prolonged. 

Next  day  she  proposed  to  her  father  and  sister  a 
change  of  plan.  On  the  whole,  she  said,  she  was  anxious 
to  get  back  to  London;  the  holiday  was  overspreading 
its  due  limits;  and  she  urged  pressing  on  and  home. 
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Lord  Findon  was  puzzled,  but  submissive;  the  bookish 
sister  Theresa,  now  a  woman  of  thirty,  welcomed  any- 
thing that  would  bring  her  back  to  the  London  Library 
and  the  British  Museum.  But  suddenly,  just  as  the 
maids  had  been  warned,  and  Lord  Findon 's  man  had 
been  sent  to  look  out  trains,  his  master  caught  a  chill, 
going  obstinately,  and  in  a  mocking  spirit,  to  see  what 
"Faust  "  might  be  like,  as  given  at  the  Municipal  Theatre 
of  Versailles.  There  was  fever,  and  a  touch  of  bron- 
chitis; nothing  serious;  but  the  doctor  who  had  been 
summoned  from  Paris  would  not  hear  of  travelling. 
Lord  Findon  hoarsely  preached  "chewing"  to  him, 
through  the  greater  part  of  his  visits;  he  revenged 
himself  by  keeping  a  tight  hold  on  his  patient,  in  all 
that  was  not  his  tongue.  Eugenie  yielded,  with  what 
appeared  to  Theresa  a  strange  amount  of  reluctance; 
and  they  settled  down  for  a  week  or  two. 

In  the  middle  of  the  convalescence,  the  elder  son, 
Marmaduke,  came  over  to  see  his  father.  He  was  a 
talkative  Evangelical,  like  his  mother;  a  partner  in  the 
brewery  owned  by  his  mother's  kindred;  and  recently 
married  to  a  Lady  Louisa. 

After  spending  three  days  at  the  hotel,  he  suddenly 
said  to  Lord  Findon,  as  he  was  mounting  guard  one 
night,  while  Eugenie  wrote  some  letters: 

"I  say,  pater,  do  you  want  Eugenie  to  marry  that 
fellow  Fenwick?" 

Lord  Findon  turned  uneasily  in  his  bed. 

"What  makes  you  say  that?" 

"Well,  he's  dreadfully  gone  on  her — never  happy  ex- 
cept when  she's  there — and  she — well,  she  encourages 
him  a  good  bit,  father." 
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"You  don't  understand,  Marmie.  You  see,  you  don't 
care  for  books  and  pictures;  Eugenie  does." 

"I  suppose  she  does,"  said  Marmaduke,  doubtfully — 
"but  she  wouldn't  care  so  much  if  Fenwick  wasn't  there 
to  talk  about  them." 

"His  talk  is  admirable!"  said  Lord  Findon. 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,  but  he  isn't  my  sister's  equal,"  replied 
the  son,  with  stolidity. 

"A  good  artist  is  anybody's  equal,"  cried  Lord  Findon, 
much  heated. 

"You  don't  really  think  it,  papa,"  said  Marmaduke, 
firmly.  "Shall  I  give  Eugenie  a  talking  to? — as  you're 
not  in  a  condition." 

Lord  Findon  laughed,  though  not  gayly.  "  You'd  bet- 
ter try!  Or  rather,  I  don't  advise  you  to  try!" 

Marmaduke,  however,  did  try;  with  the  only  result 
that  Eugenie  soon  grew  a  little  vexed  and  tremulous,  and 
begged  him  to  go  home.  He  might  be  a  master  of  brew- 
ing finance,  and  a  dear,  kind,  well-meaning  brother,  but 
he  really  did  not  understand  his  sister's  affairs. 

Marmaduke  went  home,  much  puzzled,  urgently  com- 
manding Theresa  to  write  to  him,  and  announcing  to 
Arthur  Welby,  who  listened  silently,  as  he  talked,  that 
if  Fenwick  did  propose,  he  should  think  it  a  damned 
impertinence. 

Lord  Findon  meanwhile,  held  his  peace.  Every  day 
Eugenie  came  in  from  her  walk  with  Fenwick,  to  sit  with 
or  read  to  her  father.  She  always  spoke  of  what  she  had 
been  doing,  quite  naturally  and  simply,  describing  their 
walk  and  their  conversation,  giving  the  news  of  Fen  wick's 
work  —  bringing  his  sketches  to  show.  Lord  Findon 
would  lie  and  listen — a  little  suspicious  and  ill-at-ease — 
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sometimes  a  little  sulky.  But  he  let  his  illness  and  his 
voicelessness  excuse  him  from  grappling  with  her.  She 
must,  of  course,  please  herself.  If  she  chose,  as  she 
seemed  about  to  choose — why,  they  must  all  make  the 
best  of  it! — Marmaduke  might  talk  as  he  liked.  Natu- 
rally, Arthur  kept  away  from  them.  Poor  Arthur!  But 
what  a  darling  she  looked  in  her  black,  with  this  fresh 
touch  of  color  in  her  pale  cheeks  ? 

The  Welbys  certainly  had  but  little  to  do  with  the 
party  at  the  Reservoirs.  Welby  seemed  to  be  absorbed 
in  his  new  picture,  and  Mrs.  Welby  let  it  be  plainly 
understood  that  at  home  Arthur  was  too  busy,  and 
she  too  ill,  to  receive  visitors ;  while  out-of-doors  they 
neither  of  them  wished  to  be  thrown  across  Mr.  Fen- 
wick. 

Every  evening,  after  taking  his  wife  home,  Welby 
went  out  by  himself  for  a  solitary  walk.  He  avoided 
the  Park  and  the  woods ;  chose  rather  the  St.  Cyr  road, 
or  the  Avenue  de  Paris.  He  walked,  wrapped,  a  little 
too  picturesquely  perhaps,  in  an  old  Campagna  cloak, 
relic  of  his  years  in  Rome  —  with  a  fine  collie  for  his 
companion.  Once  or  twice  in  the  distance  he  caught 
sight  of  Eugenie  and  Fenwick — only  to  turn  down  a 
side  street,  out  of  their  way. 

His  thoughts  meanwhile,  day  by  day,  his  silent, 
thronging  thoughts,  dealt  with  his  own  life — and  theirs. 
Would  she  venture  it?  He  discussed  it  calmly  with 
himself.  It  presented  itself  to  him  as  an  act  altogether 
unworthy  of  her.  What  hurt  him  most,  however,  at 
these  times,  was  the  occasional  sudden  memory  of 
Eugenie's  face,  trembling  with  pain,  under  some  slight 
or  unkindness  shown  her  by  his  wife. 
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One  day  Welby  was  sitting  beside  his  wife  on  the 
sheltered  side  of  the  Terrace,  when  Eugenie  and  Fen- 
wick  came  in  sight,  emerging  from  the  Hundred  Steps. 
Suddenly  Welby  bent  over  his  wife. 

"Elsie! — have  you  noticed  anything?" 

"Noticed  what?" 

He  motioned  towards  the  distant  figures.  His  gesture 
was  a  little  dry  and  hostile. 

Elsie  in  amazement  raised  herself  painfully  on  her 
elbow  to  look. 

"Eugenie!"  she  said,  breathlessly — "Eugenie — and 
Mr.  Fenwick!" 

Arthur  Welby  watched  the  transformation  in  her  face. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had  seen  her  look  happy  for 
months. 

"What  an  excellent  thing!"  she  cried;  all  flushed  and 
vehement.  "  Arthur,  you  know  you  said  how  lonely  she 
must  be!" 

"Is  he  worthy  of  her?"  he  said,  slowly,  finding  his 
words  with  difficulty. 

"Well,  of  course,  we  don't  like  him! — but  then  Uncle 
Findon  does.  And  if  he  didn't,  it's  Eugenie  that  mat- 
ters— isn't  it? — only  Eugenie!  At  her  age,  you  can't 
be  choosing  her  husband  for  her!  Well,  I  never,  never 
thought — Eugenie's  so  close! — she'd  make  up  her  mind 
to  marry  anybody!" 

And  she  rattled  on,  in  so  much  excitement  that  Welby 
hastily  and  urgently  impressed  discretion  upon  her. 

But  when  she  and  Eugenie  next  met,  Eugenie  was 
astonished  by  her  gayety  and  good  temper — her  air  of 
smiling  mystery.  Madame  de  Pastourelles  hoped  it 
meant  real  physical  improvement,  and  would  have  liked 
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to  talk  of  it  to  Arthur ;  but  all  talk  between  them  grew 
rarer  and  more  difficult.  Thus  Eugenie's  walks  with 
Fenwick  through  the  enchanted  lands  that  surround 
Versailles  became  daily  more  significant,  more  watched. 
Lord  Findon  groaned  in  his  sick  room,  but  still  restrained 
himself. 

It  was  a  day — or  rather  a  night — of  late  October — a 
wet  and  windy  night,  when  the  autumn  leaves  were 
coming  down  in  swirling  hosts  on  the  lawns  and  paths 
of  Trianon. 

Fenwick  was  hard  at  work,  in  the  small  apartment 
which  he  occupied  on  the  third  floor  of  the  Hotel  des 
Reservoirs.  It  consisted  of  a  sitting-room  and  two  bed- 
rooms looking  on  an  inner  cour.  One  of  the  bedrooms  he 
had  turned  into  a  sort  of  studio.  It  was  now  full  of 
drawings  and  designs  for  the  sumptuous  London  "pro- 
duction" on  which  he  was  engaged — rooms  at  Versailles 
and  Trianon — views  in  the  Trianon  gardens — fragments 
of  decoration — designs  for  stage  grouping — for  the  re- 
production of  one  of  the  famous  fetes  de  nuit  in 
the  gardens  of  the  "Hameau"  —  studies  of  costume 
even. 

His  proud  ambition  hated  the  work;  he  thought  it 
unworthy  of  him ;  only  his  poverty  had  consented.  But 
he  kept  it  out  of  sight  of  his  companions  as  much  as  he 
could,  and  worked  as  much  as  possible  at  night. 

And  here  and  there,  among  the  rest,  were  the  sketches 
and  fragments,  often  the  grandiose  fragments,  which 
represented  his  "buried  life," — the  life  which  only 
Eugenie  de  Pastourelles  seemed  now  to  have  the  power 
to  evoke.  When  some  hours  of  other  work  had  weak- 
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ened  the  impulse  received  from  her,  he  would  look  at 
these  things  sadly,  and  put  them  aside. 

To-night,  as  he  drew,  he  was  thinking  incessantly  of 
Eugenie;  pierced  often  by  intolerable  remorse.  But 
whose  fault  was  it?  Will  you  ask  a  man,  perishing  of 
need,  to  put  its  satisfaction  from  him?  The  tests  of 
life  are  too  hard.  The  plain,  selfish  man  must  always 
fail  under  them.  Why  act  and  speak  as  though  he  were 
responsible  for  what  Nature  and  the  flesh  impose  ? 

But  how  was  it  all  to  end  ? — that  was  what  tormented 
him.  His  conscience  shrank  from  the  half -perceived 
villanies  before  him ;  but  his  will  failed  him.  What  was 
the  use  of  talking?  He  was  the  slave  of  an  impulse, 
which  was  not  passion,  which  had  none  of  the  excuse  of 
passion,  but  represented  rather  the  blind  search  of  a 
man  who,  like  a  child  in  the  dark,  recoils  in  reckless 
terror  from  loneliness  and  the  phantoms  of  his  own 
mind. 

Eleven  o'clock  struck.  He  was  busying  himself  with 
a  card-board  model,  on  which  he  had  been  trying  the 
effect  of  certain  arrangements,  when  he  heard  a  knock 
at  his  door. 

"Entrez!"  he  said,  in  astonishment.  At  this  season 
of  the  year  the  hotel  kept  early  hours,  and  there  was  not 
a  light  to  be  seen  in  the  cour. 

The  door  opened.  On  the  threshold  stood  Arthur 
Welby.  Fenwick  gazed  at  him  open-mouthed. 

"You? — you  came  to  see  me?" 

He  advanced — head  foremost — hand  outstretched. 

"  I  have  something  important  to  say  to  you."  Welby 
took  no  notice  of  the  hand.  "Shall  we  be  undisturbed  ?" 

"I  imagine  so!"  said  Fenwick,  fiercely  retreating; 
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"but,  as  you  see,  I  am  extremely  busy!"  He  pointed  to 
the  room  and  its  contents. 

"I  am  sorry  to  interrupt  you" — Welby's  voice  was 
carefully  controlled — "but  I  think  you  will  admit  that 
I  had  good  reason  to  come  and  find  you."  He  looked 
round  to  see  that  the  door  was  shut,  then  advanced  a 
step  nearer.  "You  are,  I  think,  acquainted  with  that 
lady?" 

He  handed  Fenwick  a  card.  Fenwick  took  it  to  the 
light.  On  it  was  lithographed  "Miss  Isabel  Morrison," 
and  a  written  address,  "  Corso  de  Madrid,  Buenos  Ay  res," 
had  been  lightly  scratched  out  in  one  corner. 

Fenwick  put  down  the  card. 

"Well,"  he  said,  sharply — "and  if  I  am — what  then?" 

Welby  began  to  speak  —  paused  —  and  cleared  his 
throat.  He  was  standing,  with  one  hand  lightly  resting 
on  the  table,  his  eyes  fixed  on  Fenwick.  There  was  a 
moment  of  shock,  of  mutual  defiance. 

"This  lady  seems  to  have  observed  the  movements 
of  our  party  here,"  said  Welby,  commanding  himself. 
"  She  followed  my  wife  and  me  to-day,  after  we  met  you 
in  the  Park.  She  spoke  to  us.  She  gave  us  the  aston- 
ishing news  that  you  were  a  married  man — that  your 
wife—" 

Fenwick  rushed  forward  and  gripped  the  speaker's 
arm. 

' '  My  God !     Tell  me !— is  she  alive  ?" 

His  eyes  starting  out  of  his  head — his  crimson  face — 
his  anguish,  seemed  to  affect  the  other  with  indescribable 
repulsion.  Welby  wrenched  himself  free. 

"That  was  what  Miss  Morrison  wished  to  ask  you. 
She  says  that  when  you  and  she  last  met  you  were  not 
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on  very  good  terms ;  she  shrank,  therefore,  from  address- 
.  ing  you.  But  she  had  a  respect  for  your  wife — she  wished 
to  know  what  had  become  of  her — and  her  curiosity 
impelled  her  to  speak  to  us.  She  seems  to  have  been  in 
Buenos  Ayres  for  many  years.  This  year  she  returned 
— as  governess — with  the  family  of  a  French  engineer, 
who  have  taken  an  apartment  in  Versailles.  She  first 
saw  you  in  the  street  nearly  a  month  ago." 

Fenwick  had  dropped  into  a  chair,  his  face  in  his 
hands.  As  Welby  ceased  speaking,  he  looked  up. 

"And  she  said  nothing  about  my  wife's  where- 
abouts?" 

"Nothing.     She  knows  nothing." 

"Nor  of  why  she  left  me?" 

Welby  hesitated. 

"Miss  Morrison  seems  to  have  her  own  ideas  as  to 
that." 

"  Where  is  she  ?"     Fenwick  rose  hurriedly. 

"Rue  des  Ecuries,  27.  Naturally,  you  can't  see  her 
to-night." 

"No" — said  Fenwick,  sitting  down  again,  like  a  man 
in  a  dream — "no.  Did  she  say  anything  else?" 

"She  mentioned  something  about  a  debt  you  owed 
her,"  said  Welby,  coldly — "some  matter  that  she  had 
only  just  discovered.  I  had  no  concern  with  that." 

Fenwick's  face,  which  had  become  deathly  pale,  was 
suddenly  overspread  with  a  rush  of  crimson.  More  al- 
most than  by  the  revelation  of  his  long  deception  as  to 
his  wife,  was  he  humiliated  and  tortured  by  these  words 
relating  to  his  debt  to  Morrison  on  Welby's  lips.  This 
successful  rival,  this  fine  gentleman! — admitted  to  his 
sordid  affairs. 
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He  rose  uncertainly,  pulling  himself  passionately  to- 
gether. 

"Now  that  she  has  reappeared,  I  shall  pay  my  debt 
to  Miss  Morrison — if  it  exists,"  he  said,  haughtily;  "she 
need  be  in  no  fear  as  to  that.  Well,  now  then  " — he 
leaned  heavily  on  the  mantel-piece,  his  face  still  twitch- 
ing— "you  know,  Mr.  Welby — by  this  accident — the  se- 
cret of  my  life.  My  wife  left  me  —  for  the  maddest, 
emptiest  reasons — and  she  took  our  child  with  her.  I 
did  everything  I  could  to  discover  them.  It  was  all  in 
vain — and  if  Miss  Morrison  cannot  enlighten  me,  I  am  as 
much  in  the  dark  to-night  as  I  was  yesterday,  whether 
my  wife  is  alive — or  dead.  Is  there  anything  more  to  be 
said  ?" 

"  By  God,  yes!"  cried  Welby,  with  a  sudden  gesture  of 
passion,  approaching  Fen  wick.  "There  is  everything  to 
be  said!" 

Fenwick  was  silent.    Their  eyes  met. 

"When  you  first  made  acquaintance  with  Lord  Fin- 
don,"  said  Welby,  controlling  himself — "you  made  him 
— you  made  all  of  us — believe  that  you  were  an  unmar- 
ried man?" 

"I  did.  It  was  the  mistake — the  awkwardness  of  a 
moment.  I  hadn't  your  easy  manners!  I  was  a  raw 
country  fellow — and  I  hadn't  the  courage,  the  mere  self- 
possession,  to  repair  it." 

"You  let  Madame  de  Pastourelles  sit  to  you,"  said 
Welby,  steadily — "week  after  week,  month  after  month 
— you  accepted  her  kindness — you  became  her  friend. 
Later  on,  you  allowed  her  to  advise  you — write  to 
you — talk  to  you  about  marrying,  when  your  means 
should  be  sufficient — without  ever  allowing  her  to 
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guess  for  a  moment  that  you  had  already  a  wife  and 
child!" 

"That  is  true,"  said  Fenwick,  nodding.  "The  second 
false  step  was  the  consequence  of  the  first." 

"The  consequence!  You  had  but  to  say  a  word — one 
honest  word!  Then,  when  your  conduct,  I  suppose — I 
don't  dare  to  judge  you — had  driven  your  wife  away — 
for  twelve  years" — he  dragged  the  words  between  his 
teeth — "you  masquerade  to  Madame  de  Pastourelles — 
and  when  her  long  martyrdom  as  a  wife  is  at  last  over — 
when  in  the  tenderness  and  compassion  of  her  heart  she 
begins  to  show  you  a  friendship  which — which  those  who 
know  her" — he  labored  for  breath  and  words — "can  only 
— presently — interpret  in  one  way — you  who  owe  her 
everything — everything! — you  dare  to  play  with  her 
innocent,  her  stainless  life — you  dare  to  let  her  approach 
— to  let  those  about  her  approach — the  thought  of  her 
marrying  you — while  all  the  time  you  knew — what  you 
know!  If  there  ever  was  a  piece  of  black  cruelty  in  this 
world,  it  is  you,  you  that  have  been  guilty  of  it!" 

The  form  of  Arthur  Welby,  drawn  to  its  utmost  height, 
towered  above  the  man  he  accused.  Fenwick  sat,  struck 
dumb.  Welby's  increasing  stoop,  which  of  late  had 
marred  his  natural  dignity  of  gait ;  the  slight  touches  of 
affectation,  of  the  petit-matire ,  which  were  now  often 
perceptible;  the  occasional  note  of  littleness,  or  malice, 
such  as  his  youth  had  never  known: — all  these  defects, 
physical  and  moral,  had  been  burned  out  of  the  man,  as 
he  spoke  these  words,  by  the  flame  of  his  only,  his  inex- 
tinguishable passion.  For  his  dear  mistress — in  the 
purest,  loftiest  sense  of  that  word — he  stood  champion, 
denouncing  with  all  his  soul  the  liar  who  had  deceived 
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and  endangered  her;  a  stern,  unconscious  majesty  ex- 
pressed itself  in  his  bearing,  his  voice;  and  the  man 
before  him — artist  and  poet  like  himself — was  sensible 
of  it  in  the  highest,  the  most  torturing  degree. 

Fenwick  turned  away.  He  stooped  mechanically  to 
the  fire,  put  it  together,  lifted  a  log  lying  in  front  of  it, 
laid  it  carefully  on  the  others.  Then  he  looked  at  Welby , 
who  on  his  side  had  walked  to  the  window  and  opened 
it,  as  though  the  room  suffocated  him. 

"Everything  that  you  say  is  just" — said  Fenwick, 
slowly — "I  have  no  answer  to  make — except  that — No! 
— I  have  no  answer  to  make." 

He  paced  once  or  twice  up  and  down  the  length  of  the 
room,  slowly,  thoughtfully,  then  he  resumed : 

"I  shall  write  to  Madame  de  Pastourelles  to-night, 
and  by  the  first  train  to-morrow,  as  soon  as  these  things," 
— he  looked  round  him — "can  be  gathered  together  I 
shall  be  gone!" 

Welby  moved  sharply,  showing  a  face  still  drawn  and 
furrowed  with  emotion — ' '  No !  she  will  want  to  see  you. ' ' 

Fenwick's  composure  broke  down.  "  I  had  better  not 
see  her" — he  said — "I  had  better  not  see  her!" 

"You  will  bear  that  for  her,"  said  Welby,  quietly. 
"The  more  completely  you  can  enlighten  her,  the  better 
for  us  all." 

Fenwick's  lips  moved,  but  without  speaking.  Welby's 
ignorance  of  the  whole  truth  oppressed  him;  yet  he 
could  make  no  effort  to  remove  it. 

Welby  came  back  towards  him. 

.  "There  is  no  reason,  I  think,  why  we  should  carry  this 
conversation  further.  I  will  let  Miss  Morrison  know  that 
I  have  communicated  with  you." 
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"No  need" — said  Fenwick,  interrupting  him.  "I 
shall  see  her  first  thing  in  the  morning — " 

"And" — resumed  Welby,  lifting  a  book  and  letting  it 
fall  uncertainly — "if  there  is  anything  I  can  do— with 
Lord  Findon — for  instance — " 

Fenwick  had  a  movement  of  impatience.  He  felt  his 
endurance  giving  way. 

"There  is  nothing  to  do! — except  to  tell  the  truth — 
and  to  as  few  people  as  possible!" 

Welby  winced.     Was  the  reference  to  his  wife  ? 

"I  agree  with  you — of  course." 

He  paused  a  moment — irresolute — wondering  whether 
he  had  said  all  he  had  to  say.  Then,  involuntarily,  his 
eyes  rested  questioningly,  piercingly,  on  the  man  beside 
him.  They  seemed  to  express  the  marvel  of  his  whole 
being  that  such  an  offence  could  ever  be — they  tried  to 
penetrate  a  character,  a  psychology  which  in  truth 
baffled  them  altogether. 

He  moved  to  the  door,  and  Fenwick  opened  it. 

As  his  visitor  walked  away,  Fenwick  stood  motionless, 
listening  to  the  retreating  step,  which  echoed  in  the 
silence  of  the  vast,  empty  hotel,  once  the  house  of  Ma- 
dame de  Pompadour. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  Past  midnight.  By  about 
three  o'clock,  in  the  midst  of  a  wild  autumnal  storm,  he 
had  finished  his  letter  to  Madame  de  Pastourelles ;  and 
he  fell  asleep  at  his  table,  worn  out,  his  head  on  his 
arms. 

Before  ten  on  the  following  morning  Fenwick  had  seen 
Bella  Morrison.  A  woman  appeared — the  caricature  of 
something  he  had  once  known,  the  high  cheek-bones  of 
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his  early  picture  touched  with  rouge,  little  curls  of  black 
hair  plastered  on  her  temples,  with  a  mincing  gait,  and  a 
manner  now  giggling  and  now  rude.  She  was  extremely 
sorry  if  she  had  put  him  out — really  particularly  sorry! 
She  wouldn't  have  done  so  for  the  world ;  but  her  curi- 
osity got  the  better  of  her.  Also,  she  confessed,  she  had 
wished  to  see  whether  Mr.  Fenwick  would  acknowledge 
his  debt  to  her.  It  was  only  lately  that  she  had  come 
across  a  statement  of  it  among  her  father's  papers.  It 
was  funny  he  should  have  forgotten  it  so  long ;  but  there, 
— she  wasn't  going  to  be  nasty.  As  to  poor  Mrs.  Fen- 
wick,  no,  of  course  she  knew  nothing.  She  had  inquired 
of  some  friends  in  the  North,  and  they  also  knew  nothing. 
They  had  only  heard  that  husband  and  wife  couldn't  hit 
it  off,  and  that  Mrs.  Fenwick  had  gone  abroad.  It  was 
a  pity — but  a  body  might  have  expected  it,  mightn't 
they? 

The  crude  conceit  and  violence  of  her  girlhood  had 
given  place,  under  the  pressure  of  a  hard  life,  to  some- 
thing venomous  and  servile.  She  never  mentioned  her 
visit  to  Phcebe ;  but  her  eyes  seemed  to  mock  her  visitor 
all  the  time.  Fenwick  cut  the  interview  short  as  soon 
as  he  could,  hastily  paid  her  a  hundred  pounds,  though 
it  left  him  overdrawn  and  almost  penniless,  and  then 
rushed  back  to  his  hotel  to  see  what  might  be  waiting 
for  him. 

An  envelope  was  lying  on  his  table.  It  cost  him  a 
great  effort  to  open  it. 

"  I  have  received  your  letter.  There  is  nothing  to  say, 
except  that  I  must  see  you.  I  wish  to  keep  what  you 
have  told  me  from  my  father,  for  the  present,  at  any  rate. 
There  would  be  no  possibility  of  our  talking  here.  We 

254 


Fentoiek's    Career 

have  only  one  sitting-room,  and  my  sister  is  there  all  the 
time.     I  will  be  at  the  Bosquet  d'Apollon,  by  11.30." 

Only  that!  He  stared  at  the  delicate,  almost  invisible 
writing.  The  moment  he  had  dreaded  for  twelve  years 
had  arrived ;  and  the  world  still  went  on,  and  quiet  notes 
like  that  could  still  be  written. 

Long  before  the  hour  fixed  he  was  in  the  Bosquet 
d'Apollon,  walking  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  famous 
grotto,  on  whose  threshold  the  white  Apollo,  just  re- 
leased from  the  chariot  of  the  Sun,  receives  the  ministra- 
tions of  the  Muses,  while  his  divine  horses  are  being  fed 
and  stalled  in  the  hollows  of  the  rock  to  either  side.  No 
stranger  fancy  than  this  ever  engaged  the  architects  and 
squandered  the  finances  of  the  Builder-King.  Reared  in 
solid  masonry  on  bare  sandy  ground  now  entirely  dis- 
guised, the  artificial  rock  that  holds  the  grotto  towers  to 
a  great  height,  crowned  by  ancient  trees,  weathered  by 
wind  and  rain,  overgrown  by  leaf  and  grass,  and  laved 
at  its  base  by  clear  water.  All  round,  the  trees  stand 
close — the  lawns  spread  their  quiet  slopes.  On  this 
sparkling  autumn  morning,  a  glory  of  russet,  amber,  and 
red,  begirt  the  white  figures  and  the  gleaming  grotto. 
The  Immortals,  the  champing  horses,  locked  behind 
their  grilles  lest  the  tourist  should  insult  them — all  the 
queer  crumbling  romance  of  the  statuary,  all  the  natural 
beauty  of  leaf  and  water,  of  the  white  clouds  overhead 
and  their  reflections  below — combined  to  make  Fenwick's 
guilty  bewilderment  more  complete,  to  turn  all  life  to 
dream,  and  all  its  figures  into  the  puppets  of  a  shadow- 
play. 

A  light  step  on  the  grass.  A  shock  passed  through 
him.  He  made  a  movement,  then  checked  it. 
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Eugenie  paused  at  some  distance  from  him.  In  this 
autumnal  moment  of  the  year,  and  on  week-days,  scarcely 
any  passing  visitor  disturbs  the  quiet  of  the  Bosquet 
d'Apollon.  In  its  deep  dell  of  trees  and  grass,  they  were 
absolutely  alone ;  the  sunlight  which  dappled  the  white 
bodies  of  the  Muses,  and  shone  on  the  upstretched  arm 
of  Apollo,  seemed  the  only  thing  of  life  besides  them- 
selves. 

She  threw  back  her  veil  as  she  came  near  him — her 
long  widow's  veil,  which  to-day  she  had  resumed.  Be- 
neath it,  framed  in  it,  the  face  appeared  of  an  ivory 
rigidity  and  pallor.  The  eyes  only  were  wild  and  living, 
as  she  came  up  to  him,  clasping  her  hands,  evidently 
shrinking  from  him — yet  composed. 

"There  is  one  thing  more  I  want  to  know.  If  I  have 
ever  been  your  friend ! — if  you  have  ever  felt  any  kind- 
ness for  me,  tell  me — tell  me  frankly — why  did  your 
wife  leave  you?" 

Fenwick's  face  fell.  Had  she  come  so  soon  to  this 
point  ? — by  the  sureness  of  her  own  instinct  ? 

"There  were  many  troubles  between  us,"  he  said, 
hoarsely,  walking  on  beside  her,  his  eyes  on  the  grass. 

"Was  she — was  she  jealous?" — she  breathed  with  dif- 
ficulty— "of  any  of  your  models? — I  know  that  some- 
times happens — or  of  your  sitters — of  me,  for  instance?" 
The  last  words  were  scarcely  audible;  but  her  gaze 
enforced  them. 

"She  was  jealous  of  my  whole  life — away  from  her. 
And  I  was  utterly  blind  and  selfish — I  ought  to  have 
known  what  was  going  on — and  I  had  no  idea." 

"And  what  happened  ?  I  know  so  little."  Her  voice 
so  peremptorily  strange — so  remote — compelled  him. 
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With  difficulty  he  gave  an  outline  of  Phoebe's  tragic  visit 
to  his  studio.  His  letter  of  the  night  before  had  scarcely 
touched  on  the  details  of  the  actual  crisis,  had  dwelt 
rather  on  the  months  of  carelessness  and  neglect  on  his 
own  part,  which  had  prepared  it. 

She  interrupted. 

"That  was  she? — the  mother  in  the  'Genius  Loci'?" 

He  assented  mutely. 

She  closed  her  eyes  a  moment,  seeing,  in  her  suffering, 
the  face  of  the  young  mother  and  her  child. 

"But  go  on.  And  you  were  away?  Please,  please 
go  on!  When  was  it?  It  must  have  been  that  spring 
when — " 

She  put  her  hand  to  her  head,  trying  to  remember 
dates. 

"It  was  just  before  the  Academy,"  he  said,  reluc- 
tantly. 

"You  were  out?" 

"I  had  gone  to  tell  Watson  and  Cuningham  the  good 
news."  His  voice  dropped. 

Her  hands  caught  each  other  again. 

"It  was  that  day — that  very  day  we  came  to  you?" 

He  nodded. 

"But  why? — what  was  it  made  her  do  such  a  thing? 
— go — forever — without  seeing  you — without  a  word? 
She  must  have  had  some  desperate  reason." 

"She  had  none!"  he  said,  with  energy. 

"But  she  must  have  thought  she  had.  Can't — can't 
you  explain  it  to  me  any  more?" 

He  was  almost  at  the  end  of  his  resistance. 

"I  told  you — how  she  had  resented — my  conceal- 
ment ?" 
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"Yes — yes!  But  there  must  have  been  something 
more — something  sudden — that  maddened  her?" 

He  was  silent.     She  grew  whiter  than  before. 

"Mr.  Fenwick — I — I  have  much  to  forgive.  There  is 
only  one  course  of  action — that  can  ever — make  amends 
— and  that  is — an  entire — an  absolute  frankness!" 

Her  terrible  suspicion — her  imperious  will  had  con- 
quered. Anything  was  better  than  to  deny  her,  torture 
her — deceive  her  afresh. 

He  looked  at  her  in  a  horrible  indecision.  Then, 
slowly,  he  put  his  hand  within  the  breast  of  his  coat. 
"This  is  the  letter  she  wrote  me.  I  found  it  in  my 
room." 

And  he  drew  out  the  crumpled  letter  from  his  pocket- 
book,  which  he  had  worn  thus  almost  from  the  day  of 
Phoebe's  disappearance. 

Eugenie  fell  upon  it,  devoured  it.  Not  a  demur,  not 
a  doubt,  as  to  this! — in  one  so  strictly,  so  tenderly 
scrupulous.  Even  at  that  moment,  it  struck  him  piti- 
fully. It  seemed  to  give  the  measure  of  her  pain. 

"The  picture?"  she  said,  looking  up — "I  don't  under- 
stand— you  had  sent  it  in." 

"Do  you  remember — asking  me  about  the  sketch? 
and  I  told  you — it  had  been  accidentally  spoiled?" 

She  understood.  Her  lips  trembled.  Returning  the 
letter,  she  sank  upon  a  seat.  He  saw  that  her  forces 
were  almost  failing  her.  And  he  dared  not  say  a  word 
or  make  a  movement  of  sympathy. 

For  some  little  time  she  was  silent.  Her  eyes  ranged 
the  green  circuit  of  the  hollow — the  water,  the  reeds,  the 
rock,  and  that  idle  god  among  his  handmaidens.  Her 
attitude,  her  look  expressed  a  moral  agony,  how  strange- 
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ly  out  of  place  amid  this  setting!  Through  her — inno- 
cent, unconscious  though  she  were — the  young  helpless 
wife  had  come  to  grief — a  soul  had  been  risked — perhaps 
lost.  Only  a  nature  trained  as  Eugenie's  had  been,  by 
suffering  and  prayer  and  lofty  living,  could  have  felt 
what  she  felt,  and  as  she  felt  it. 

Fumbling,  Fenwick  put  back  the  letter  in  his  pocket- 
book — thrust  it  again  into  his  coat.  Never  once  did  the 
thought  cross  Eugenie's  mind  that  he  had  probably  worn 
it  there,  through  these  last  days,  while  their  relation  had 
grown  so  intimate,  so  dear.  All  recollection  of  herself 
had  left  her.  She  was  possessed  with  Phoebe.  Nothing 
else  found  entrance. 

At  last,  after  much  more  questioning — much  more 
difficult  or  impetuous  examination,  she  rose  feebly. 

"I  think  I  understand.     Now — we  have  to  find  her!" 

She  stood,  her  hands  loosely  clasped,  her  eyes  gazing 
into  the  sunny  vacancy  of  sky,  above  the  rock. 

Fenwick  advanced  a  step.  He  felt  that  he  must 
speak,  must  grovel  to  her — repeat  some  of  the  things 
he  had  said  in  his  letter.  But  here,  in  her  presence,  all 
words  seemed  too  crude,  too  monstrous.  His  voice  died 
away. 

So  there  was  no  repetition  of  the  excuses,  the  cry  for 
pardon  he  had  spent  the  night  on;  and  she  made  no 
reference  to  them. 

They  walked  back  to  the  hotel,  talking  coldly,  pre- 
cisely, almost  as  strangers,  of  what  should  be  done. 
Fenwick — whose  work  indeed  was  finished — would  re- 
turn to  England  that  night.  After  his  departure,  Ma- 
dame de  Pastourelles  would  inform  her  father  of  what 
had  happened;  a  famous  solicitor,  Lord  Findon's  old 
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friend,  was  to  be  consulted;  all  possible  measures  were 
to  be  taken  once  more  for  Phcebe's  discovery. 

At  the  door  of  the  hotel,  Fenwick  raised  his  hat. 
Euge'nie  did  not  offer  her  hand ;  but  her  sweet  face  sud- 
denly trembled  afresh — before  her  will  could  master  it. 
To  hide  it,  she  turned  abruptly  away;  and  the  door 
closed  upon  her. 


XI 


A?TER  a  moderately  bright  morning,  that  after- 
breakfast  fog  which  we  owe  to  the  British  kitchen 
and  the  domestic  hearth  was  descending  on  the  Strand. 
The  stream  of  traffic,  on  the  roadway  and  the  pavements, 
was  passing  to  and  fro  under  a  yellow  darkness;  the 
shop-lights  were  beginning  to  flash  out  here  and  there, 
but  without  any  of  their  evening  cheerfulness;  and  on 
the  passing  faces  one  saw  written  the  inconvenience  and 
annoyance  of  the  fog — the  fear,  too,  lest  it  should  be- 
come worse  and  impenetrable. 

Fenwick  was  groping  his  way  along,  eastward;  one 
moment  feeling  and  hating  the  depression  of  the  Febru- 
ary day,  of  the  grimy,  overcrowded  street;  the  next, 
responsive  to  some  dimly  beautiful  effect  of  color  or 
line — some  quiver  of  light — some  grouping  of  phantom 
forms  in  the  gloom.  Half-way  towards  the  Law-Courts 
he  was  hailed  and  overtaken  by  a  tall,  fair-haired  man. 

"Hallo,  Fenwick! — just  the  man  I  wanted  to  see!" 

Fenwick,  whose  eyes — often  very  troublesome  of  late 
— were  smarting  with. the  fog,  peered  at  the  speaker,  and 
recognized  Philip  Cuningham.  His  face  darkened  a 
little,  as  they  shook  hands. 

"What  did  you  want  me  for?" 

"Did  you  know  that  poor  old  Watson  had  come  back 
to  town— ill?" 
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"No!"  cried  Fenwick,  arrested.  "I  thought  he  was 
in  Algiers." 

Cuningham  walked  on  beside  him,  telling  what  he 
knew,  Fenwick  all  the  time  dumbly  vexed  that  this  good- 
looking,  prosperous  fellow,  this  Academician  in  his  new 
fur  coat,  breathing  success  and  commissions,  should 
know  more  of  his  best  friend's  doings  than  he. 

Watson,  it  appeared,  had  been  seized  with  hemorrhage 
at  Marseilles,  and  had  thereupon  given  up  his  winter 
plans,  and  crawled  home  to  London,  as  soon  as  he  was 
sufficiently  recovered  to  bear  the  journey.  Fenwick, 
much  troubled,  protested  that  it  was  madness  to  have 
come  back  to  the  English  winter. 

"No,"  said  Cuningham,  looking  grave.  "Better  die 
at  home  than  among  strangers.  And  I'm  afraid  it's 
come  to  that,  dear  old  fellow!" 

Then  he  described — with  evident  self-satisfaction — 
how  he  had  heard,  from  a  common  friend,  of  Watson's 
arrival,  how  he  had  rescued  the  invalid  from  a  dingy 
Bloomsbury  hotel,  and  settled  him  in  some  rooms  in 
Fitzroy  Square,  with  a  landlady  who  could  be  trusted. 

"We  must  have  a  nurse  before  long — but  he  won't 
have  one  yet.  He  wants  badly  to  see  you.  I  told  him 
I'd  look  you  up  this  evening.  But  this  '11  do  instead, 
won't  it  ?  You'll  remember  ? — 73  Fitzroy  Square.  Shall 
I  tell  him  when  he  may  expect  you  ?  Every  day  we  try 
to  get  him  some  little  pleasure  or  other." 

Fenwick's  irritation  grew.  Cuningham  was  talking  as 
though  the  old  relation  between  him  and  Richard  Watson 
were  still  intact ;  while  Fenwick  knew  well  how  thin  and 
superficial  the  bond  had  grown. 

"  I  shall  go  to-day,"  he  said,  rather  shortly.  "  I  have 
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two  or  three  things  to  do  this  morning,  but  there  '11  be 
time  before  my  rehearsal  this  afternoon." 

"Your  rehearsal?"  Cuningham  looked  amiably  curi- 
ous. Fenwick  explained,  but  with  fresh  annoyance. 
The  papers  had  been  full  enough  of  this  venture  on  which 
he  was  engaged ;  Cuningham's  ignorance  offended  him. 

"Ah,  indeed  —  very  interesting,"  said  Cuningham, 
vaguely.  "Well,  good-bye.  I  must  jump  into  a  han- 
som." 

"Where  are  you  off  to?" 

"The  Goldsmiths'  Company  are  building  a  new  Hall, 
and  they  want  my  advice  about  its  decoration.  Precious 
difficult,  though,  to  get  away  from  one's  pictures,  this 
time  of  year,  isn't  it?"  He  hailed  a  hansom  as  he 
spoke. 

"That's  not  a  difficulty  that  applies  to  me,"  said  Fen- 
wick,  shortly. 

Cuningham  stared — frowned — and  remembered. 

"Oh,  my  dear  fellow — what  a  mistake  that  was! — if 
you'll  let  me  say  so.  Can't  we  put  it  right  ?  Command 
me  at  any  time." 

"Thank  you.     I  prefer  it  as  it  is." 

"We'll  talk  it  over.  Well,  good-bye.  Don't  forget 
old  Dick." 

Fenwick  walked  on,  fuming.  Cuningham,  he  said  to 
himself,  was  now  the  type  of  busy,  pretentious  medioc- 
rity, the  type  which  eternally  keeps  English  art  below 
the  level  of  the  Continent. 

"  I  say — one  moment !  Have  you  had  any  news  of  the 
Findons  lately?" 

Fenwick  turned  sharply,  and  again  saw  Cuningham, 
whose  hansom  had  been  blocked  by  the  traffic,  close  to 
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the  pavement.  He  was  hanging  over  the  door,  and 
smiling. 

In  reply  to  the  question,  Fenwick  merely  shook  his 
head. 

"I  had  a  capital  letter  from  her  ladyship  a  week  or 
two  ago,"  said  Cuningham,  raising  his  voice,  and  bring- 
ing himself  as  near  to  Fenwick  as  his  position  allowed. 
"The  old  fellow  seems  to  be  as  fit  as  ever.  But  Madame 
de  Pastourelles  must  be  very  much  changed." 

Fenwick  said  nothing.  It  might  have  been  thought 
that  the  traffic  prevented  his  hearing  Cuningham's  re- 
mark. But  he  had  heard  distinctly. 

"Do  you  know  when  they'll  be  home?"  he  asked, 
reluctantly,  walking  beside  the  hansom. 

."No — haven't  an  idea.  I  believe  I'm  to  go  to  them 
for  Easter.  Ah! — now  we  go  on.  Ta-ta!"  He  waved 
his  .hand,  and  the  hansom  moved  away. 

Fenwick  pursued  his  walk  plunged  in  disagreeable 
thought.  "Much  changed?"  What  did  that  mean? 
He  had  noticed  no  such  change  before  the  Findons  left 
London.  The  words  fell  like  a  fresh  blow  upon  a 
wound. 

He  turned  north,  towards  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  called 
at  the  offices  of  Messrs.  Butlin  &  Forbes,  the  well- 
known  solicitors,  and  remained  there  half  an  hour. 
When  he  emerged  from  the  old  house  he  looked,  if  pos- 
sible, more  harried  and  cast  down  than  when  he  had 
entered  it. 

They  had  had  a  letter  to  show  him,  but  in  his  opinion 
it  contributed  nothing.  There  was  no  hope — and  no 
clew!  How  could  there  be?  He  had  never  himself 
imagined  for  a  moment  that  any  gain  would  come  of 
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these  new  researches.  But  he  had  been  allowed  no 
option  with  regard  to  them.  Immediately  after  his 
return  to  London  from  Versailles  he  had  received  a 
stern  letter  from  Lord  Findon,  insisting — as  his  daughter 
had  already  done — that  the  only  reparation  he,  Fenwick, 
could  make  to  the  friends  he  had  so  long  and  cruelly 
deceived,  was  to  allow  them  a  free  hand  in  a  fresh 
attempt  to  discover  his  wife,  and  so  to  clear  Madame  de 
Pastourelles  from  the  ridiculous  suspicions  that  Mrs. 
Fenwick  had  been  led  so  disastrously  to  entertain. 
"Most  shamefully  and  indefensibly  my  daughter  has 
been  made  to  feel  herself  an  accomplice  in  Mrs.  Fen- 
wick's  disappearance,"  wrote  Lord  Findon;  "the  only 
amends  you  can  ever  make  for  your  conduct  will  lie  in 
new  and  vigorous  efforts,  even  at  this  late  hour,  to  find 
and  to  undeceive  your  wife." 

Hence,  during  November  and  December,  constant 
meetings  and  consultations  in  the  well-known  offices  of 
Lord  Findon 's  solicitors.  At  these  meetings  both  Ma- 
dame de  Pastourelles  and  her  father  had  been  often 
present,  and  she  had  followed  the  debates  with  a  quick 
and  strained  intelligence,  which  often  betrayed  to  Fen- 
wick the  suffering  behind.  He  painfully  remembered 
with  what  gentleness  and  chivalry  Eugenie  had  always 
treated  him  personally  on  these  occasions,  with  what 
anxious  generosity  she  had  tried  to  curb  her  father. 

But  there  had  been  no  private  conversation  between 
them.  Not  only  did  they  shrink  from  it ;  Lord  Findon 
could  not  have  borne  it.  The  storm  of  family  and  per- 
sonal pride  which  the  disclosure  of  Fenwick's  story  had 
aroused  in  the  old  man,  had  been  of  a  violence  impossible 
to  resist.  That  Fenwick's  obscure  and  crazy  wife  should 
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have  dared  to  entertain  jealousy  of  a  being  so  far  above 
his  ken  and  hers,  as  Eugenie  then  was — that  she  should 
have  made  a  ridiculous  tragedy  out  of  it — and  that  Fen- 
wick  should  have  conduced  to  the  absurd  and  insulting 
imbroglio  by  his  ill-bred  and  vulgar  concealment : — these 
things  were  so  irritating  to  Lord  Findon  that  they  first 
stimulated  a  rapid  recovery  from  his  illness  at  Versailles, 
and  then  led  him  to  frantic  efforts  on  Phcebe's  behalf, 
which  were  in  fact  nothing  but  the  expression  of  his  own 
passionate  pride  and  indignation — resting  no  doubt  ulti- 
mately on  those  weeks  at  Versailles  when  even  he,  with 
all  the  other  by-standers,  had  supposed  that  Eugenie 
would  marry  this  man.  His  mood,  indeed,  had  been  a 
curious  combination  of  wounded  affection  with  a  class 
arrogance  stiffened  by  advancing  age  and  long  indul- 
gence. When,  in  those  days,  the  old  man  entered  the 
room  where  Fenwick  was,  he  bore  his  gray  head  and 
sparkling  eyes  with  the  air  of  a  teased  lion. 

Fenwick,  a  man  of  violent  temper,  would  have  found 
much  difficulty  in  keeping  the  peace  under  these  circum- 
stances, but  for  the  frequent  presence  of  Euge"nie,  and 
the  pressure  of  his  own  dull  remorse.  "I  too— have — 
much  to  forgive!" — that,  he  knew  well,  would  be  the 
only  reference  involving  personal  reproach  that  he  would 
ever  hear  from  her  lips,  either  to  his  original  deceit,  or  to 
those  wild  weeks  at  Versailles — (that  so  much  ranker  and 
sharper  offence!) — when,  in  his  loneliness  and  craving, 
he  had  gambled  both  on  her  ignorance  and  on  Phcebe's 
death.  Yet  he  did  not  deceive  himself.  The  relation 
between  them  was  broken ;  he  had  lost  his  friend.  Her 
very  cheerfulness  and  gentleness  somehow  enforced  it. 
How  natural! — how  just!  None  the  less  his  bitter  re- 
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alization  of  it  had  worked  with  crushing  effect  upon  a 
miserable  man. 

About  Christmas,  Lord  Findon's  health  had  again 
caused  his  family  anxiety.  He  was  ordered  to  Cannes, 
and  Euge'nie  accompanied  him.  Before  she  went  she 
had  gone  despairingly  once  more  through  all  the  ingeni- 
ous but  quite  fruitless  inquiries  instituted  by  the  lawyers ; 
and  she  had  written  a  kind  letter  to  Fenwick  begging  to 
be  kept  informed,  and  adding  at  the  end  a  few  timid 
words  expressing  her  old  sympathy  with  his  work,  and 
her  best  wishes  for  the  success  of  the  pictures  that  she 
understood  he  was  to  exhibit  in  the  spring. 

Then  she  and  her  father  departed.  Fenwick  had  felt 
their  going  as  perhaps  the  sharpest  pang  in  this  intoler- 
able winter.  But  he  had  scarcely  answered  her  letter. 
What  was  there  to  say?  At  least  he  had  never  asked 
her  or  her  father  for  money — had  never  owed  Lord  Fin- 
don  a  penny.  There  was  some  small  comfort  in  that. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  of  money  that  he  thought — and 
must  think — night  and  day. 

After  his  interview  with  the  magnificent  gentlemen  in 
Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  he  made  his  way  wearily  to  a  much 
humbler  office  in  Bedford  Row.  Here  was  a  small  solic- 
itor to  whom  he  had  often  resorted  lately,  under  the  con- 
stant pressure  of  his  financial  difficulties.  He  spent  an 
hour  in  this  man's  room.  When  he  came  out,  he  walked 
fast  towards  Oxford  Street  and  the  West,  hardly  con- 
scious in  his  excitement  of  where  he  was  going.  The 
lawyer  he  had  just  seen  had  for  the  first  time  mentioned 
the  word  "bankruptcy."  "I  scarcely  see,  Mr.  Fenwick, 
how  you  can  avoid  it." 

267 


Fentoiek's  Career 

Well,  it  might  come  to  that — it  might.  But  he  still 
had  his  six  pictures — time  to  finish  two  others  that  were 
now  on  hand — and  the  exhibition. 

It  was  with  that  he  was  now  concerned.  He  called 
on  the  manager  of  a  small  gallery  near  Hanover  Square , 
with  whom  he  had  already  made  an  arrangement  for  the 
coming  May — paying  a  deposit  on  the  rent — early  in  the 
winter.  In  his  anxiety,  he  wished  now  to  make  the  mat- 
ter still  clearer,  to  pay  down  the  rest  of  the  rent  if  need 
be.  He  had  the  notes  always  in  his  breast-pocket,  jeal- 
ously hidden  away,  lest  any  other  claim,  amid  the  myr- 
iads which  pressed  upon  him,  should  sweep  them  from 
him. 

The  junior  partner  in  charge  of  the  gallery  and  the 
shop  of  which  it  made  part,  received  him  very  coldly. 
The  firm  had  long  since  regretted  their  bargain  with  a 
man  whose  pictures  were  not  likely  to  sell,  especially  as 
they  could  have  relet  the  gallery  to  much  better  ad- 
vantage. But  their  contract  with  Fenwick — clinched  by 
the  deposit — could  not  be  evaded ;  so  they  were  advised. 

All,  therefore,  that  the  junior  partner  could  do  was  to 
try  to  alarm  Fenwick  as  to  the  incidental  expenses  in- 
volved— hanging,  printing,  service,  etc.  But  Fenwick 
only  laughed.  "  I  shall  see  to  that !"  he  said,  contemptu- 
ously. "And  my  pictures  will  sell,  I  tell  you,"  he  added, 
raising  his  voice.  "They'll  bring  a  profit  both  to  you 
and  to  me." 

The  individual  addressed  said  nothing.  He  was  a  tall, 
well-fed  young  man,  in  a  faultless  frock-coat,  and  Fen- 
wick, as  they  stood  together  in  the  office — the  artist  had 
not  been  offered  a  chair — disliked  him  violently. 

"Well,  shall  I  pay  you  the  rest?"  said  Fenwick, 
268 


Fentoick's    Career 

abruptly,  turning  to  go,  and  fumbling  at  the  same  time 
for  the  pocket-book  in  which  he  kept  the  notes. 

The  other  gave  a  slight  shrug. 

"That's  just  as  you  please,  Mr.  Fenwick." 

"Well,  here's  fifty,  any  way,"  said  Fenwick,  drawing 
out  a  fifty-pound  note  and  laying  it  on  the  table. 

"  We  are  not  in  any  hurry,  I  assure  you."  The  young 
man  stood  looking  at  the  artist,  in  an  attitude  of  cool 
indifference ;  but  at  the  same  time  his  hand  secured  the 
note,  and  placed  it  safely  in  the  drawer  of  the  table  be- 
tween them. 

He  wrote  a  receipt,  and  handed  it  to  Fenwick. 

"Good-day,"  said  Fenwick,  turning  to  go. 

The  other  followed  him,  and  as  they  stepped  out  into 
the  exhibition-rooms  of  the  shop,  hung  in  dark  purple, 
Fenwick  perceived  in  the  distance  what  looked  like  a 
fine  Corot,  and  a  Daubigny — and  paused. 

"Got  some  good  things,  since  I  was  here  last?" 

"Oh,  we're  always  getting  good  things,"  said  his  com- 
panion, carelessly,  without  the  smallest  motion  towards 
the  pictures. 

Fenwick  nodded  haughtily,  and  walked  towards  the 
door.  But  his  soul  smarted  within  him.  Two  years 
before,  the  owners  of  any  picture-shop  in  London  would 
have  received  him  with  empressement,  have  shown  him 
all  they  had  to  show,  and  taken  flattering  note  of  his 
opinion. 

On  the  threshold  he  ran  against  the  Academician  with 
the  orange  hair  and  beard,  who  had  been  his  fellow-guest 
at  the  Findon's  on  the  night  of  his  first  dinner-party 
there.  The  orange  hair  was  now  nearly  white ;  its  owner 
had  grown  to  rotundity;  but  the  sharp,  glancing  eyes 
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and  pompous  manner  were  the  same  as  of  old.  Mr. 
Sherratt  nodded  curtly  to  Fenwick,  and  was  then  re- 
ceived with  bows  and  effusion  by  the  junior  partner 
standing  behind. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Sherratt! — delighted  to  see  you!  Come  to 
look  at  the  Corot?  By  all  means!  This  way,  please." 

Fenwick  pursued  his  course  to  Oxford  Street  in  a 
morbid  self -consciousness.  It  seemed  to  him  that  all 
the  world  knew  him  by  now  for  a  failure  and  a  bankrupt ; 
that  he  was  stared  and  pointed  at. 

He  took  refuge  from  this  nightmare  in  an  Oxford 
Street  restaurant,  and  as  he  ate  his  mid-day  chop  he 
asked  himself,  for  the  hundredth  time,  how  the  deuce  it 
was  that  he  had  got  into  the  debts  which  weighed  him 
down.  He  had  been  extravagant  on  the  building  and 
furnishing  of  his  house — but  after  all  he  had  earned  large 
sums  of  money.  He  sat  gloomily  over  his  meal — frown- 
ing— and  trying  to  remember.  And  once,  amid  the 
foggy  darkness,  there  opened  a  vision  of  a  Westmoreland 
stream,  and  a  pleading  face  upturned  to  his  in  the  moon- 
light— "And  then,  you  know,  I  could  look  after  money! 
You're  dreadfully  bad  about  money,  John!" 

The  echo  of  that  voice  in  his  ears  made  him  restless. 
He  rose  and  set  forth  again — towards  Fitzroy  Square. 

On  the  way  his  thoughts  recurred  to  the  letter  he  had 
found  waiting  for  him  at  the  lawyers'.  It  came  from 
Phoebe's  cousin,  Freddie  Tolson.  Messrs.  Butlin  had 
traced  this  man  anew — to  a  mining  town  in  New  South 
Wales.  He  had  been  asked  to  come  to  England  and 
testify — no  matter  at  what  expense.  In  the  letter  just 
received — bearing  witness  in  its  improved  writing  and 
spelling  to  the  prosperous  development  of  the  writer — he 
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declined  to  come,  repeating  that  he  knew  nothing  what- 
ever of  his  Cousin  Phoebe's  whereabouts,  nor  of  her 
reasons  for  leaving  her  husband.  He  gave  a  fresh  and 
longer  account  of  his  conversation  with  her,  as  far  as  he 
could  remember  it  at  this  distance  of  time;  and  this 
longer  account  contained  the  remark  that  she  had  asked 
him  questions  about  other  colonies  than  Australia,  to 
which  he  was  himself  bound.  He  thought  Canada  had 
been  mentioned — the  length  of  the  passage  there,  and 
its  cost.  He  hadn't  paid  much  attention  to  it  at  the 
time.  It  had  seemed  to  him  that  she  was  glad,  poor 
thing,  of  some  one  to  have  a  "  crack  "  with — "  for  I  guess 
she'd  been  pretty  lonesome  up  there."  But  she  might 
have  had  something  in  her  head — he  couldn't  say.  All 
he  could  declare  was  that  if  she  were  in  Canada,  or  any 
other  of  the  colonies,  he  had  had  no  hand  in  it,  and 
knew  no  more  than  a  "born  baby"  where  she  might  be 
hidden. 

So  now,  on  this  vague  hint,  a  number  of  fresh  inquiries 
were  to  be  set  on  foot.  Fenwick  hoped  nothing  from 
them.  Yet  as  he  walked  fast  through  the  London 
streets,  from  which  the  fog  was  lifting,  his  mind  wrestled 
with  vague  images  of  great  lakes,  and  virgin  forests,  and 
rolling  wheat-lands — of  the  streets  of  Montreal,  or  the 
Heights  of  Quebec — and  among  them,  now  with  one 
background,  now  with  another,  the  slender  figure  of  a 
fair-haired  woman  with  a  child  beside  her.  And  through 
his  thoughts,  furies  of  distress  and  fear  pursued  him — 
now  as  always. 

"Well,  this  is  a  queer  go,  isn't  it?"  said  Watson,  in  a 
half -whispering  voice.  "  Nature  has  horrid  ways  of  kill- 

271 


Fenvoick's    Career 

ing  you.  I  wish  she'd  chosen  a  more  expeditious  one 
with  me." 

Fenwick  sat  down  beside  his  friend,  the  lamp-light  in 
the  old  panelled  room  revealing,  against  his  will,  his 
perturbed  and  shaken  expression. 

"How  did  this  come  on?"  he  asked. 

"Of  itself,  my  dear  fellow" — laughed  Watson,  in  the 
same  hoarse  whisper.  "My  right  lung  has  been  getting 
rotten  for  a  year  past,  and  at  Marseilles  it  happened  to 
break.  That's  my  explanation,  anyway,  and  it  does  as 
well  as  the  doctor's.  Well,  how  are  you?" 

Fenwick  shifted  uneasily,  and  made  a  vague  answer. 
Watson  turned  to  look  at  him. 

"What  pictures  have  you  on  hand?" 

Fenwick  gave  a  list  of  the  completed  pictures  still  in 
his  studio,  and  described  the  arrangements  made  to  ex- 
hibit them.  He  was  not  as  ready  as  usual  to  speak  of 
himself;  his  gaze  and  his  attention  were  fixed  upon  his 
friend.  But  Watson  probed  further,  into  the  subjects  of 
his  recent  work.  Fenwick  was  nearing  the  end,  he  ex- 
plained, of  a  series  of  rustic  "Months"  with  their  appro- 
priate occupations — an  idea  which  had  haunted  his  mind 
for  years. 

"As  old  as  the  hills,"  said  Watson,  "but  none  the 
worse  for  that.  You've  painted  them,  I  suppose,  out-of- 
doors?" 

Fenwick  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"As  much  as  possible." 

"Ah,  that's  where  those  French  fellows  have  us,  said 
Watson,  languidly.  "  One  of  them  said  to  me  in  Paris 
the  other  day, '  It's  bad  enough  to  paint  the  things  you've 
seen — it's  the  devil  to  paint  the  things  you've  not  seen.' " 
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"The  usual  fallacy,"  said  Fenwick,  firing  up.  "  What 
do  they  mean  by  'seen' ?" 

He  would  have  liked  this  time  to  go  off  at  score.  But 
a  sure  instinct  told  him  that  he  was  beside  a  dying  man ; 
and  he  held  himself  back,  trying  instead  to  remember 
what  small  news  and  gossip  he  could,  for  the  amusement 
of  his  friend. 

Watson  sat  in  a  deep  arm-chair,  propped  up  by  pil- 
lows. The  room  in  which  they  met  had  been  a  very 
distinguished  room  in  the  eighteenth  century.  It  had 
still  some  remains  of  carved  panelling,  a  graceful  mantel- 
piece of  Italian  design,  and  a  painted  ceiling  half  effaced. 
It  was  now  part  of  a  lodging-house,  furnished  with  shab- 
by cheapness;  but  the  beauty,  once  infused,  persisted; 
and  it  made  no  unworthy  setting  for  a  painter's  death. 

The  signs  of  desperate  illness  in  Richard  Watson  were 
indeed  plainly  visible.  His  shaggy  hair  and  thick,  un- 
kempt beard  brought  into  relief  the  waxen  or  purple 
tones  of  the  skin.  The  breath  was  labored  and  the 
cough  frequent.  But  the  eyes  were  still  warm,  living, 
and  passionate,  the  eyes  of  a  Celt,  with  the  Celtic  gifts, 
and  those  deficiencies,  also,  of  his  race,  broadly  and 
permanently  expressed  in  the  words  of  a  great  historian 
— "The  Celts  have  shaken  all  States,  and  founded  none!" 
No  founder,  no  achiever,  this — no  happy,  harmonious 
soul — but  a  man  who  had  vibrated  to  life  and  nature, 
in  their  subtler  and  sadder  aspects,  through  whom  the 
nobler  thoughts  and  ambitions  had  passed,  like  sound 
through  strings,  wringing  out  some  fine,  tragic  notes, 
some  memorable  tones.  "  I  can't  last  more  than  a  week 
or  two,"  he  said,  presently,  in  a  pause  of  Fenwick's  talk, 
to  which  he  had  hardly  listened — "and  a  good  job  too. 
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But  I  don't  find  myself  at  all  rebellious.  I'm  curiously 
content  to  go.  I've  had  a  good  time." 

This  from  a  man  who  had  passed  from  one  disappoint- 
ed hope  to  another,  brought  the  tears  to  Fenwick's  eyes. 

"Some  of  us  may  wish  we  were  going  with  you,"  he 
said,  in  a  low  voice,  laying  his  hand  a  moment  on  his 
friend's  knee. 

Watson  made  no  immediate  reply.  He  coughed — 
fidgeted — and  at  last  said: 

"How's  the  money?" 

Fenwick  hastily  drew  himself  up.     "All  right." 

He  reached  out  a  hand  to  the  tongs  and  put  the  fire 
together. 

"Is  that  so?"  said  Watson.  The  slight  incredulity  in 
his  voice  touched  some  raw  nerve  in  Fenwick. 

"  I  don't  want  anything,"  he  said,  almost  angrily.  "  I 
shall  get  through." 

Cuningham  had  been  talking,  no  doubt.  His  affairs 
had  been  discussed.  His  morbid  pride  took  offence  at 
once. 

"Mine  '11  just  hold  out,"  said  Watson,  presently,  with 
a  humorous  inflection — "it  '11  bury  me,  I  think — with  a 
few  shillings  over.  But  I  couldn't  have  afforded  another 
year." 

There  was  silence  awhile — till  a  nurse  came  in  to  make 
up  the  fire.  Fenwick  began  to  talk  of  old  friends,  and 
current  exhibitions ;  and  presently  tea  made  its  appear- 
ance. Watson's  strength  seemed  to  revive.  He  sat 
more  upright  in  his  chair,  his  voice  grew  stronger,  and 
he  dallied  with  his  tea,  joking  hoarsely  with  his  nurse, 
and  asking  Fenwick  all  the  questions  that  occurred  to 
him.  His  face,  in  its  rugged  pallor  and  emaciation,  and 
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his  great  head,  black  or  iron-gray  on  the  white  pillows, 
were  so  fine  that  Fenwick  could  not  take  his  eyes  from 
him;  with  the  double  sense  of  the  artist,  he  saw  the 
subject  in  the  man ;  a  study  in  black  and  white  hovered 
before  him. 

When  the  nurse  had  withdrawn,  and  they  were  alone 
again,  in  a  silence  made  more  intimate  still  by  the  dark- 
ness of  the  panelled  walls,  which  seemed  to  isolate  them 
from  the  rest  of  the  room,  enclosing  them  in  a  glowing 
ring  of  lamp  and  fire-light,  Fenwick  was  suddenly  seized 
by  an  impulse  he  could  not  master.  He  bent  towards 
the  sick  man. 

"Watson! — do  you  remember  advising  me  to  marry 
when  we  met  in  Paris?" 

"Perfectly." 

The  invalid  turned  his  haggard  eyes  upon  the  speaker, 
in  a  sudden  sharp  attention.  There  was  a  pause;  then 
Fenwick  said,  with  bent  head,  staring  into  the  fire: 

"Well— I  am  married." 

Watson  gave  a  hoarse  "Phew!" — and  waited. 

"My  wife  left  me  twelve  years  ago  and  took  our  child 
with  her.  I  don't  know  whether  they  are  alive  or  dead. 
I  thought  I'd  like  to  tell  you.  It  would  have  been  better 
if  I  hadn't  concealed  it,  from  you — and — and  other 
friends." 

"Great  Scott!"  said  Watson,  slowly,  bringing  the 
points  of  his  long,  emaciated  fingers  together,  like  one 
trying  to  master  a  new  image.  "So  that's  been  the 
secret — " 

"Of  what?"  said  Fenwick,  testily;  but  as  Watson 
merely  replied  by  an  interrogative  and  attentive  silence, 
he  threw  himself  into  his  tale — headlong.  He  told  it  at 
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far  greater  length  than  Euge'nie  had  ever  heard  it;  and 
throughout,  the  subtle,  instinctive  appeal  of  man  to  man 
governed  the  story,  differentiating  it  altogether  from  the 
same  story,  told  to  a  woman. 

He  spoke  impetuously,  with  growing  emotion,  con- 
scious of  an  infinite  relief  and  abandonment.  Watson 
listened  with  scarcely  a  comment.  Midway  a  little  pat- 
tering, scuffling  noise  startled  the  speaker.  He  looked 
round  and  saw  the  monkey,  Anatole,  who  had  been  lying 
asleep  in  his  basket.  Watson  nodded  to  Fenwick  to  go 
on,  and  then  feebly  motioned  to  his  knee.  The  monkey 
clambered  there,  and  Watson  folded  his  bony  arms  round 
the  creature,  who  lay  presently  with  his  weird  face  press- 
ed against  his  master's  dressing-gown,  his  melancholy 
eyes  staring  out  at  Fenwick.  , 

"It  was  madame  she  was  jealous  of?"  said  Watson, 
when  the  story  came  to  an  end.  , 

Fenwick  hesitated — then  nodded  reluctantly.  He  had 
spoken  merely  of  "one  of  my  sitters."  But  it  was  not 
possible  to  fence  with  this  dying  man. 

"And  Madame  knows?" 

"Yes." 

But  Fenwick  sharply  regretted  the  introduction  of 
Madame  de  Pastourelles'  name.  He  had  brought  the 
story  down  merely  to  the  point  of  Phoebe's  flight  and  the 
search  which  followed,  adding  only — with  vagueness — 
that  the  search  had  lately  been  renewed  without  suc- 
cess. •  Y.  • 

Watson  pondered  the  matter  for  some  time.  Fenwick 
took  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  a  brow  damp  with 
perspiration.  His  story — added  to  the  miseries  of  the 
day — had  excited  and  shaken  him  still  further. 
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Suddenly  Watson  put  out  a  hand  and  seized  his  wrist. 
The  grip  hurt. 

"Lucky  dog!" 

"What  on  earth  do  you  mean?" 

"You've  lost  them — but  you've  had  a  woman  in 
your  arms  —  a  child  on  your  knee!  You  don't  go  to 
your  grave — airpaicroe — an  ignorant,  barren  fool — like 
me!" 

Fenwick  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  Self -scorn — 
a  bitter  and  passionate  regret — transformed  the  face  be- 
side him.  He  pressed  the  fevered  hand.  "Watson! — 
dear  fellow!" 

Watson  withdrew  his  hand,  and  once  more  folded  the 
monkey  to  him. 

"There  are  plenty  of  men  like  me,"  he  muttered. 
"We  are  afraid  of  living — and  art  is  our  refuge.  Then 
art  takes  its  revenge — and  we  are  bad  artists,  because 
we  are  poor  and  sterilized  human  beings.  But  you" — 
he  spoke  with  fresh  energy,  composing  himself — "don't 
talk  rot ! — as  though  your  chance  was  done.  You'll  find 
her — she'll  come  back  to  you — when  she's  drunk  the  cup .. 
Healthy  young  women  don't  die  before  thirty-five ; — and? 
by  your  account  she  wasn't  bad — she  had  a  conscience. 
The  child  '11  waken  it.  Don't  you  be  hard  on  her!" — he 
raised  himself,  speaking  almost  fiercely  —  "you've  no 
right  to!  Take  her  in — listen  to  her — let  her  cry  it  out. 
My  God!" — his  voice  dropped,  as  his  head  fell  back  on 
the  pillows — "what  happiness — what  happiness!" 

His  eyes  closed.  Fenwick  stooped  over  him  in  alarm, 
but  the  thin  hand  closed  again  on  his. 

"  Don't  go.     What  was  she  like  ?" 

Fenwick  asked  him  whether  he  remembered  the  in- 
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cident  of  the  sketch-book  at  their  first  meeting — the 
drawing  of  the  mother  and  child  in  the  kitchen  of  the 
Westmoreland  farm. 

"Perfectly.  And  she  was  the  model  for  the  big  pict- 
ure, too  ?  I  see.  A  lovely  creature !  How  old  is  she  now  ?' ' 

"Thirty-six— if  she  lives." 

"I  tell  you,  she  does  live!  Probably  more  beautiful 
now  than  she  was  then.  Those  Madonna-like  women 
mellow  so  finely.  And  the  child  ?  Vois-tu  Anatole  ! — 
something  superior  to  monkeys!" 

But  he  pressed  the  little  animal  closer  to  him  as  he 
spoke.  Fenwick  rose  to  go,  conscious  that  he  had  stayed 
too  long.  Watson  looked  up. 

"Good-bye,  old  man — courage!  Seek — till  you  find. 
She's  in  the  world — and  she's  sorry.  I  could  swear  it." 

Fenwick  stood  beside  him,  quivering  with  emotion  and 
despondency.  Their  eyes  met  steadily,  and  Watson 
whispered : 

"I  pass  from  one  thing  to  another.  Sometimes  it's 
Omar  Khayam — 'One  thing  is  certain  and  the  rest  is 
lies — The  flower  that  once  is  born  forever  dies' — and 
the  next  it's  the  Psalms,  and  I  think  I'm  at  a  prayer- 
meeting — a  Welsh  Methodist  again."  He  fell  into  a 
flow  of  Welsh,  hoarsely  musical. 

Then,  with  a  smile,  he  nodded  farewell;  and  Fenwick 
went. 

Fenwick  wrote  that  night  to  Eugenie  de  Pastourelles 
at  Cannes,  enclosing  a  copy  of  the  letter  received  from 
Freddie  Tolson.  It  meant  nothing;  but  she  had  asked 
to  be  kept  informed.  As  he  entered  upon  the  body  of 
his  letter,  his  eyes  still  recurred  to  its  opening  line : 
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"Dear  Madame  de  Pastourelles." 

For  many  years  he  had  never  addressed  her  except  as 
"My  dear  friend." 

Well,  that  was  all  gone  and  over.  The  memory  of  her 
past  goodness,  of  those  walks  through  the  Trianon  woods, 
was  constantly  with  him.  But  he  had  used  her  reckless- 
ly and  selfishly,  and  she  had  done  with  him.  He  admit- 
ted it  now,  as  often  before,  in  a  temper  of  dull  endurance ; 
bending  himself  to  the  task  of  his  report. 

Eugenie  read  his  letter,  sitting  on  a  bench  above  the 
blue  Mediterranean,  in  the  pine-woods  of  the  Cap 
d'Antibes.  She  had  torn  it  open  in  hope,  and  the  read- 
ing of  it  depressed  her.  In  the  pine-scented,  sun- 
warmed  air  she  sat  for  long  motionless  and  sad.  The 
delicate  greenish  light  fell  on  the  soft  brown  hair,  the 
white  face  and  hands.  Eugenie's  deep  black  had  now 
assumed  a  slight  "religious"  air  which  disturbed  Lord 
Findon,  and  kindled  the  Protestant  wrath  of  her  step- 
mother. That  short  moment  of  a  revived  tnondanite 
which  Versailles  had  witnessed,  was  wholly  past;  and 
for  the  first  and  only  time  in  her  marred  life,  Eugenie's 
natural  gayety  was  quenched.  She  knew  well  that  in 
the  burden  which  weighed  upon  her  there  were  morbid 
elements;  but  she  could  only  bear  it;  she  could  not 
smile  under  it. 

Fenwick's  letter  led  her  thoughts  back  to  the  early 
incidents  of  this  fruitless  search.  Especially  did  she  re- 
call every  moment  of  her  interview  with  Daisy  Hewson 
— Phrebe  Fenwick's  former  nursemaid,  now  married  to 
a  small  Westmoreland  farmer.  One  of  the  first  acts  of 
the  lawyers  had  been  to  induce  this  woman  to  come  to 
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London  to  repeat  once  more  what  she  knew  of  the 
catastrophe. 

Then,  after  the  examination  by  the  lawyers,  Eugenie 
had  pleaded  that  she  might  see  her — and  see  her  alone. 
Accordingly,  a  shy  and  timid  woman,  speaking  with  a 
broad  Westmoreland  accent,  called  one  morning  in 
Dean's  Yard. 

Eugenie  had  won  from  her  many  small  details  the 
lawyers  had  been  unable  to  exact.  They  were  not, 
alack,  of  a  kind  to  help  the  search  for  Phoebe;  but,  inter- 
preted by  the  aid  of  her  own  quick  imagination,  they 
drew  a  picture  of  the  lost  mother  and  child,  which  sank 
deep,  deep,  into  Eugenie's  soul. 

Mrs.  Fenwick,  said  Mrs.  Hewson,  scarcely  spoke  on 
the  journey  south.  She  sat  staring  out  of  window,  with 
her  hands  on  her  lap,  and  Daisy  thought  there  was 
"soomat  wrang" — but  dared  not  ask.  In  saying  good- 
bye at  Euston,  Mrs.  Fenwick  had  kissed  her,  and  given 
the  guard  a  shilling  to  look  after  her.  She  was  holding 
Carrie  in  her  arms,  as  the  train  moved  away.  The  girl 
had  supposed  she  was  going  to  join  her  husband. 

And  barely  a  week  later,  John  Fenwick  had  been  din- 
ing in  St.  James's  Square,  looking  harassed  and  ill  in- 
deed— it  was  supposed,  from  overwork;  but,  to  his  best 
friends,  as  silent  as  that  grave  of  darkness  and  oblivion 
which  had  closed  over  his  wife. 

Yet,  as  the  weeks  of  thought  went  on,  Eugenie  blamed 
him  less  and  less.  Her  clear  intelligence  showed  her  all 
the  steps  of  the  unhappy  business.  She  remembered 
the  awkward,  harassed  youth,  as  she  had  first  seen  him 
at  her  father's  table,  with  his  curious  mixture  of  arro- 
gance and  timidity ;  now  haranguing  the  table,  and  now 
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ready  to  die  with  confusion  over  some  social  slip.  She 
understood  what  he  had  told  her,  in  his  first  piteous 
letter,  of  his  paralyzed,  tongue-tied  states— of  his  fear 
of  alienating  her  father  and  herself.  And  she  went 
deeper.  She  confessed  the  hatefulness  of  those  weaken- 
ing timidities,  those  servile  states  of  soul,  by  which  our 
social  machine  balances  the  insolences  and  cruelties  of 
the  strong — its  own  breeding  also ;  she  felt  herself  guilty 
because  of  them;  the  whole  of  life  seemed  to  her  sick, 
because  a  young  man,  ill  at  ease  and  cowardly  in  a 
world  not  his  own,  had  told  or  lived  a  foolish  lie.  It 
was  as  though  she  had  forced  it  from  him;  she  under- 
stood so  well  how  it  had  come  about.  No,  no! — her 
father  might  judge  it  as  he  pleased.  She  was  angry  no 
longer. 

Nor — presently — did  she  even  resent  the  treachery  of 
those  weeks  at  Versailles,  so  quick  and  marvellous  was 
the  play  of  her  great  gift  of  sympathy,  which  was  only 
another  aspect  of  imagination.  In  recoil  from  a  dark 
moment  of  her  own  experience,  of  which  she  could  never 
think  without  anguish,  she  had  offered  him  a  friend's 
hand,  a  friend's  heart — offered  them  eagerly  and  lavish- 
ly. Had  he  done  more  than  take  them,  with  the  craving 
of  a  man,  for  whom  already  the  ways  are  darkening,  who 
makes  one  last  clutch  at  "youth  and  bloom,  and  this 
delightful  world?"  He  had  been  reckless  and  cruel  in- 
deed. But  in  its  profound  tenderness  and  humility  and 
self-reproach  her  heart  forgave  him. 

Yet  of  that  forgiveness  she  could  make  no  outward 
sign — for  her  own  sake  and  Phoebe's.  That  old  relation 
could  never  be  again ;  the  weeks  at  Versailles  had  killed 
it.  Unless,  indeed,  some  day  it  were  her  blessed  lot  to 
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find  the  living  Phoebe,  and  bring  her  to  her  husband! 
Then  friendship,  as  well  as  love,  might  perhaps  lift  its 
head  once  more.  And  as  during  the  months  of  winter, 
both  before  and  since  her  departure  from  England,  the 
tidings  reached  her  of  Fenwick's  growing  embarrass- 
ments, of  his  increasing  coarseness  and  carelessness  of 
work,  his  violence  of  temper,  the  friend  in  her  suffered 
profoundly.  She  knew  that  she  could  still  do  much  for 
him.  Yet  there,  in  the  way,  stood  the  image  of  Phoebe, 
as  Daisy  Hewson  described  her — pale,  weary,  desperate — 
making  all  speech,  all  movement,  on  the  part  of  the 
woman,  for  jealousy  of  whom  the  wife  had  so  ignorantly 
destroyed  herself  and  Fenwick,  a  thing  impossible. 

Eugenie's  only  comfort  indeed,  at  this  time,  was  the 
comfort  of  religion.  Her  soul,  sorely  troubled  and  very 
stern  with  itself,  wandered  in  mystical,  ascetic  paths, 
out  of  human  ken.  Every  morning  she  hurried  through 
the  woods  to  a  little  church  beside  the  sea,  filled  with 
fishing  folk.  There  she  heard  mass,  and  made  the  spir- 
itual communion  which  sustained  her. 

Once,  in  the  mediaeval  siege  of  a  Spanish  fortress,  so 
a  Spanish  chronicler  tells  us,  all  the  defenders  were 
slaughtered  but  one  man;  and  he  lay  dying  on  the 
ground,  across  the  gate.  There  was  neither  priest  nor 
wafer;  but  the  dying  man  raised  a  little  of  the  soil  be- 
tween the  stones  to  his  lips,  and  so,  says  the  chronicler, 
"communicated  in  the  earth  itself,"  before  he  passed  to 
the  Eternal  Presence.  Eugenie  would  have  done  the 
same  with  a  like  ardor  and  simplicity ;  her  thought  differ- 
ing much,  perhaps,  in  its  perceived  and  logical  elements, 
from  that  of  the  dying  Spaniard,  but  none  the  less  pro- 
foundly akin.  The  act  was  to  her  the  symbol  and  instru- 
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ment  of  an  Inflowing  Power ;  the  details  of  those  histori- 
cal beliefs  with  which  it  was  connected,  mattered  little. 
And  as  she  thus  leaned  upon  the  old,  while  conscious  of 
the  new,  she  never  in  truth  felt  herself  alone.  It  seemed 
to  her  often,  that  she  clasped  hands,  with  a  vast  invisible 
multitude,  in  a  twilight  soon  to  be  dawn. 


XII 


A  FORTNIGHT  later  Dick  Watson  died.  Fenwick 
/l saw  him  several  times  before  the  end,  and  was 
present  at  his  last  moments.  The  funeral  was  managed 
by  Cuningham ;  so  were  the  obituary  notices ;  and  Fen- 
wick  attended  the  funeral  and  read  the  notices,  with  that 
curious  mixture  of  sore  grief  and  jealous  irritation  into 
which  our  human  nature  is  so  often  betrayed  at  similar 
moments. 

Then  he  found  himself  absorbed  by  the  later  rehears- 
als of  "The  Queen's  Necklace";  by  the  completion  of 
his  pictures  for  the  May  exhibition ;  and  by  the  perpetual 
and  ignominious  hunt  for  money.  As  to  this  last,  it 
seemed  to  him  that  each  day  was  a  battle  in  which  he 
was  forever  worsted.  He  was  still  trying  in  vain  to  sell 
his  house  at  Chelsea,  the  house  planned  at  the  height  of 
his  brief  prosperity,  built  and  finely  furnished  on  bor- 
rowed money,  and  now  apparently  unsalable,  because  of 
certain  peculiarities  in  it,  which  suited  its  contriver  and 
no  one  else.  And  meanwhile  the  bank  from  which  he 
had  borrowed  most  of  his  building  money  was  pressing 
inexorably  for  repayment;  the  solicitor  in  Bedford  Row 
could  do  nothing,  and  was  manifestly  averse  to  running 
up  a  longer  bill  on  his  own  account ;  so  that,  instead  of 
painting,  Fenwick  often  spent  his  miserable  days  in 
rushing  about  London,  trying  to  raise  money  by  one 
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shift  after  another,  in  an  agony  to  get  a  bill  accepted 
or  postponed,  borrowing  from  this  person  and  that,  and 
with  every  succeeding  week  losing  more  self-respect  and 
self-control. 

The  situation  would  have  been  instantly  changed  if 
only  his  artistic  power  had  recovered  itself.  And  if 
Eugenie  had  been  within  his  reach  it  might  have  done 
so.  She  had  the  secret  of  stimulating  in  him  what  was 
poetic,  and  repressing  what  was  merely  extravagant  or 
violent.  But  she  was  far  away:  and  as  he  worked  at 
the  completion  of  his  series  of  "Months,"  or  at  various 
portraits  which  the  kindness  or  compassion  of  old  friends 
had  procured  for  him,  he  fell  headlong  into  all  his  worst 
faults. 

His  handling,  once  so  distinguished,  through  all  its 
inequalities,  grew  steadily  more  careless  and  perfunctory ; 
his  drawing  lost  force  and  grip ;  his  composition,  so  rich, 
interesting,  and  intelligent  in  his  early  days,  now  meant 
nothing,  said  nothing.  The  few  friends  who  still  haunt- 
ed his  studio  during  these  dark  months  were  often  struck 
with  pity ;  criticism  or  argument  was  useless ;  and  some 
of  them  believed  that  he  was  suffering  from  defects  of 
sight,  and  was  no  longer  capable  of  judging  his  own 
work. 

The  portrait  commissions,  in  particular,  led  more  than 
once  to  disaster.  His  angry  vanity  suspected  that  while 
he  was  now  thought  incapable  of  the  poetic  or  imagina- 
tive work  in  which  he  had  once  excelled,  he  was  still  con- 
sidered— "like  any  fool" — good  enough  for  portraits. 
This  alone  was  enough  to  make  him  loathe  the  business. 
On  two  or  three  occasions  he  ended  by  quarrelling  with 
the  sitter.  Then  for  hours  he  would  walk  restlessly 
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about  his  room,  smoking  enormously,  drinking — some- 
times excessively— out  of  a  kind  of  excitement  and 
desceuvrement — his  strong,  grizzled  hair  bristling  about 
his  head,  his  black  eyes  staring  and  bloodshot,  and  that 
wild  gypsyish  look  of  his  youth  more  noticeable  than 
ever  in  these  surroundings  of  what  promised  soon  to  be 
a  decadent  middle  age. 

One  habit  of  his  youth  had  quite  disappeared.  The 
queer  tendency  to  call  on  Heaven  for  practical  aid  in  any 
practical  difficulty — to  make  of  prayer  a  system  of  "beg- 
ging-letters to  the  Almighty" — which  had  often  quieted 
or  distracted  him  in  his  early  years  of  struggle,  affected 
him  no  longer.  His  inner  life  seemed  to  himself  shroud- 
ed in  a  sullen  numbness  and  frost. 

And  the  old  joy  in  reading,  the  old  plenitude  and 
facility  of  imagination  were  also  in  abeyance.  He  be- 
came the  fierce  critic  of  other  men's  ideas,  while  barren 
of  his  own.  To  be  original,  successful,  happy,  was  now 
in  his  eyes  the  one  dark  and  desperate  offence.  Yet 
every  now  and  then  he  would  have  impulses  of  the  lar- 
gest generosity;  would  devote  hours  to  the  teaching  of 
some  struggling  student  and  the  correction  of  his  work ; 
or  draw  on  his  last  remains  of  credit  or  influence — pester 
people  with  calls,  or  write  reams  to  the  newspapers — on 
behalf  of  some  one,  unduly  overlooked,  whose  work  he 
admired. 

But  through  it  all,  the  shadows  deepened,  and  a  fixed 
conviction  that  he  was  moving  towards  catastrophe. 
In  spite  of  Watson's  touching  words  to  him,  he  did  not 
often  let  himself  think  of  Phcebe.  Towards  her,  as  tow- 
ards so  much  else,  his  mind  and  heart  were  stiffened  and 
voiceless.  But  for  hours  in  the  night — since  sleepless- 
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ness  was  now  added  to  his  other  torments — he  would 
brood  on  the  loss  of  his  child,  would  try  to  imagine  her 
dancing,  singing,  sewing — or  helping  her  mother  in  the 
house.  Seventeen!  Why,  soon  no  doubt  they  would 
be  marrying  her,  and  he,  her  father,  would  know  nothing, 
hear  nothing.  And  in  the  darkness  he  would  feel  the 
warm  tears  rise  in  his  eyes,  and  hold  them  there,  proud- 
ly arrested. 

The  rehearsals  in  which  he  spent  many  hours  of  the 
week,  generally  added  to  his  distress  and  irritation.  The 
play  itself  was,  in  his  opinion,  a  poor  vulgar  thing, 
utterly  unworthy  of  the  "spectacle"  he  had  contrived 
for  it.  He  could  not  hide  his  contempt  for  the  piece, 
and  indeed  for  most  of  its  players;  and  was  naturally 
unpopular  with  the  management  and  the  company. 
Moreover,  he  wanted  his  money  desperately,  seeing  that 
the  play  had  been  postponed,  first  from  November  to 
February,  and  then  from  February  to  April;  but  the 
actor-manager  concerned  was  in  somewhat  dire  straits 
himself,  and  nothing  could  be  got  before  production. 

One  afternoon,  late  in  March,  a  rehearsal  was  nearing 
its  completion,  everybody  was  tired  out,  and  everything 
had  been  going  badly.  One  of  Fenwick's  most  beautiful 
scenes — carefully  studied  from  the  Trianon  gardens  on 
the  spot — had  been,  in  his  opinion,  hopelessly  spoiled  in 
order  to  bring  in  some  ridiculous  "business  "  wholly  in- 
congruous with  the  setting  and  date  of  the  play.  He 
had  had  a  fierce  altercation  on  the  stage  with  the  actor- 
manager.  The  cast,  meanwhile,  dispersed  at  the  back 
of  the  stage  or  in  the  wings,  looked  on  maliciously  or 
chatted  among  themselves;  while  every  now  and  then 
one  or  other  of  the  antagonists  would  call  up  the  leading 
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lady,  or  the  conceited  gentleman  who  was  to  act  Count 
Fersen,  and  hotly  put  a  case.  Fenwick  was  madly  con- 
scious all  the  time  of  his  lessened  consideration  and  dig- 
nity in  the  eyes  of  a  band  of  people  whom  he  despised. 
Two  years  before,  his  co-operation  would  have  been  an 
honor  and  his  opinion  law.  Now,  nothing  of  the  kind ; 
indeed,  through  the  heated  remarks  of  the  actor-manager 
there  ran  the  insolent  implication  that  Mr.  Fenwick's 
wrath  was  of  no  particular  account  to  anybody,  and  that 
he  was  presuming  on  a  commission  he  had  been  very 
lucky  to  get. 

At  last  a  crowd  of  stage-hands,  setting  scenery  for 
another  piece  in  the  evening,  invaded  the  stage,  and  the 
rehearsal  was  just  breaking  up  when  Fenwick,  still  talk- 
ing in  flushed  exasperation,  happened  to  notice  two 
ladies  standing  in  the  wings,  on  the  other  side  of  the  vast 
stage,  close  to  the  stage-entrance. 

He  suddenly  stopped  talking — stammered  —  looked 
again.  They  were  two  girls,  one  evidently  a  good  deal 
older  than  the  other.  The  elder  was  talking  with  the 
assistant  stage-manager.  The  younger  stood  quietly,  a 
few  yards  away,  not  talking  to  any  one.  Her  eyes  were 
on  Fenwick,  and  her  young,  slightly  frowning  face  wore 
an  expression  of  amusement — of  something  besides,  also 
— something  puzzled  and  intent.  It  flashed  upon  him 
that  she  had  been  there  for  some  time,  that  he  had  been 
vaguely  conscious  of  her — that  she  had,  in  fact,  been 
watching  from  a  distance  the  angry  scene  in  which  he 
had  been  engaged. 

"Why! — whatever  is  the  matter,  Mr.  Fenwick?"  said 
the  actor  beside  him,  startled  by  his  look. 

Fenwick  made  no  answer,  but  he  dropped  a  roll  of 
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papers  he  was  holding  and  suddenly  rushed  forward 
across  the  stage,  through  the  throng  of  carpenters  and 
scene-shifters  who  were  at  work  upon  it.  Some  garden 
steps  and  a  fountain  just  being  drawn  into  position  came 
in  his  way;  he  stumbled  and  fell,  was  conscious  of  two 
or  three  men  coming  to  his  assistance,  rose  again,  and 
ran  on,  blindly,  pushing  at  the  groups  in  his  way,  till  he 
ran  into  the  arms  of  the  stage-manager. 

"Who  were  those  ladies? — where  are  they?"  he  said, 
panting,  and  looking  round  him  in  despair;  for  they  had 
vanished,  and  the  stage-entrance  was  blocked  by  an  out- 
going stream  of  people. 

"Don't  know  anything  about  them,"  said  the  man, 
sulkily.  Fenwick  had  been  the  plague  of  his  life  in 
rehearsals.  ' '  What  ? — you  mean  those  two  girls  ?  Never 
saw  'em  before." 

"But  you  must  know  who  they  are  —  you  must!" 
shouted  Fenwick.  "  What's  their  name  ?  Why  did  you 
let  them  go?" 

"Because  I  had  finished  with  them." 

The  manager  turned  on  his  heel,  and  was  about  to 
give  an  order  to  a  workman,  when  Fenwick  caught  him 
by  the  arm. 

"I  implore  you,"  he  said,  in  a  shaking  voice,  his  face 
crimson  —  "tell  me  who  they  are  —  and  where  they 
went." 

The  man  looked  at  him  astonished,  but  something  in 
the  artist's  face  made  him  speak  more  considerately. 

"I  am  extremely  sorry,  Mr.  Fenwick,  but  I  really 
know  nothing  about  them.  Oh,  by-the-way" — he  fum- 
bled in  his  pocket.  "Yes — one  of  them  did  give  me  a 
card — I  forgot — I  never  saw  the  name  before."  He  ex- 
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tracted  it  with  difficulty  and  handed  it  to  Fenwick,  who 
stood  trembling  from  head  to  foot. 

Fenwick  looked  at  it. 

"Miss  Larose."     Nothing  else.     No  address. 

"But  the  other  one! — the  other  one!"  he  said,  beside 
himself. 

"I  never  spoke  to  her  at  all,"  said  his  companion, 
whose  name  was  Fison.  "They  came  in  here  twenty 
minutes  ago  and  asked  to  see  me.  The  door-keeper  told 
them  the  rehearsal  was  just  over  and  they  would  find 
me  on  the  stage.  The  lady  I  was  talking  to  wished  to 
know  whether  we  had  all  the  people  we  wanted  for  the 
ballroom  scene.  Some  friend  with  whom  she  had  been 
acting  in  the  country  had  advised  her  to  apply — " 

"Acting  where?"  said  Fenwick,  still  gripping  him. 
The  stage-manager  rubbed  his  nose  in  perplexity. 

"I  really  can't  remember.  Leeds — Newcastle — Hali- 
fax— was  it?  It's  altogether  escaped  my  memory." 

"For  God's  sake,  remember!"  cried  Fenwick. 

The  stage-manager  shook  his  head. 

"I  really  didn't  take  notice.  I  liked  the  young  lady 
very  well.  We  got  on,  as  you  may  say,  at  once.  I 
talked  to  her  while  you  were  discussing  over  there.  But 
I  had  to  tell  her  there  was  no  room  for  her — and  no  more 
there  is.  Her  sister — or  her  friend — whichever  it  was — 
was  an  uncommonly  pretty  girl.  I  noticed  that  as  she 
went  out — which  reminds  me — she  asked  me  to  tell  her 
who  you  were." 

Fenwick  gazed  at  the  speaker  in  passionate  despair. 

"And  you  can't  tell  me  any  more — can't  help  me?" 

His  voice  rose  again  into  a  shout,  then  failed  him. 

"No,  I  really  can't,"  said  the  other,  decidedly,  pulling 
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himself  away.  "You  go  and  ask  the  door-keeper.  Per- 
haps he'll  know  something." 

But  the  door-keeper  knew  only  that  he  had  been  asked 
for  "Mr.  Fison"  by  two  nice-spoken  young  ladies,  that 
he  had  directed  them  where  to  go,  and  had  opened  the 
stage-door  for  them.  He  hadn't  happened  to  be  in  his 
"lodge"  when  they  went  out,  and  couldn't  say  in  which 
direction  they  had  gone. 

"Why,  lor'  bless  you,  sir,  they  come  here  in  scores 
every  week!" 

Fenwick  rushed  out  into  the  Strand,  and  walked  from 
end  to  end  of  the  theatrical  section  of  it  several  times, 
questioning  the  policemen  on  duty.  But  he  could  dis- 
cover nothing. 

Then,  blindly,  he  made  his  way  down  a  narrow  street 
to  the  Embankment.  There  he  threw  himself  on  a 
bench,  almost  fainting,  unable  to  stand. 

What  should  he  do?  He  was  absolutely  convinced 
that  he  had  seen  Carrie — his  child;  his  little  Carrie! — 
his  own  flesh  and  blood.  It  was  her  face — her  eyes — her 
movement — changed,  indeed,  but  perfectly  to  be  recog- 
nized by  him,  her  father.  And  by  the  cruel,  the  mon- 
strous accidents  of  the  meeting,  she  had  been  swept  away 
from  him  again  into  this  whirlpool  of  London,  before  he 
had  had  the  smallest  chance  of  grasping  at  the  little  form 
as  it  floated  past  him  on  this  aimless  stream  of  things. 
His  whole  nature  was  in  surging  revolt  against  life — 
against  men's  senseless  theories  of  God  and  Providence. 
If  it  should  prove  that  he  had  lost  all  clew  again  to  his 
wife  and  child,  he  would  put  an  end,  once  for  all,  to  his 
share  in  the  business — he  swore,  with  clinched  hands, 
that  he  would.  The  Great  Potter  had  made  sport  of  him 
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long  enough ;  it  was  time  to  break  the  cup  and  toss  its 
fragments  back  into  the  vast  common  heap  of  ruined  and 
wasted  things.  "Some  to  honor  —  and  some  to  dis- 
honor"— the  words  rang  in  his  ears,  mingling  with  that 
deep  bell  of  St.  Paul's,  whereof  the  echoes  were  being 
carried  up  the  river  towards  him  on  the  light  south- 
easterly wind. 

But  first — he  tried  to  make  his  mind  follow  out  the 
natural  implications  and  consequences  of  what  had  hap- 
pened. Carrie  had  asked  his  name.  But  clearly,  when 
it  was  given  her,  it  had  meant  nothing  to  her.  She  could 
not  have  left  her  father  there — knowing  it  was  her  father 
— without  a  word.  No.  Phoebe's  first  step,  of  course, 
would  have  been  to  drop  her  old  name,  and  the  child 
would  have  no  knowledge  of  it. 

But  Phoebe  ?  If  Carrie  was  in  England,  so  was  Phoebe. 
He  could  not  believe  that  she  would  part  with  the  child. 
And  supposing  Carrie  spoke  of  the  prating,  haranguing 
fellow  she  had  seen — mentioned  the  name,  which  the 
stage  -  manager  had  given  her? — what  then?  Could 
Phoebe  still  have  the  cruelty,  the  wickedness  to  maintain 
her  course  of  action — to  keep  Carrie  from  him?  Ah! 
if  he  had  been  guilty  towards  her  in  the  old  days,  she 
had  wrung  out  full  payment  long  ago;  the  balance  of 
injury  had  long  since  dropped  heavily  on  his  side.  But 
who  could  know  how  she  had  developed  ? — whether  tow- 
ards hardness  or  towards  repentance.  Still — to-night, 
probably — she  would  hear  what  and  whom  Carrie  had 
seen.  Any  post  might  bring  the  fruits  of  it.  And  if  not 
— he  was  not  without  a  clew.  If  a  girl  whose  name  is 
known  has  been  playing  recently  at  an  English  provin- 
cial theatre,  it  ought  to  be  possible  somehow  to  recover 
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news  of  her.  He  looked  at  his  watch.  Too  late  for  the 
lawyers.  But  he  roused  himself,  hailed  a  cab,  and  went 
to  his  club,  where  he  wrote  at  length  to  his  solicitor, 
describing  what  had  happened,  and  suggesting  various 
lines  of  action. 

Then  he  went  home,  got  some  charcoal  and  paper,  and 
by  lamp -light  began  to  draw  the  face  which  he  had  seen 
— a  very  young  and  still  plastic  face,  with  delicate  lips 
open  above  the  small  teeth ;  and  eyes — why,  they  were 
Phcebe's  eyes,  of  course! — no  other  eyes  like  them  in  the 
world.  He  drew  them  with  an  eager  hand,  knowing  the 
way  of  them.  He  put  the  light — the  smile — into  them ; 
a  happy  smile! — as  of  one  to  whom  life  has  been  kind. 
No  sign  of  fear,  distress,  or  cringing  poverty — rather  an 
innocent  sovereignty,  lovely  and  unashamed.  Then  the 
brow,  and  the  curly  hair  in  its  brown  profusion ;  and  the 
small  neck;  and  the  thin,  straight  shoulders.  He  drew 
in  the  curve  of  the  shady  hat — the  knot  of  lace  at  the 
throat — the  spare  young  lines  of  the  breast. 

So  it  emerged ;  and  when  it  was  done,  he  put  it 
on  an  easel  and  sat  staring  at  it,  his  eyes  blind  with 
tears. 

Yes,  it  was  Carrie — he  had  no  doubt  whatever  that  it 
was  Carrie.  And  behind  her,  mingling  with  her  image — 
yet  distinct — a  veiled,  intangible  presence,  stood  Phcebe 
— Phcebe  so  like  her,  and  yet  so  different.  But  of  Phcebe 
— still — he  would  not  think.  It  was  as  when  a  man, 
mortally  tired,  shrinks  from  some  fierce  contest  of  brain 
and  limb,  which  yet  he  knows  may  some  day  have  to  be 
faced.  He  put  his  wife  aside,  and  sank  himself  in  the 
covetous,  devouring  vision  of  his  child. 

Next  day  there  was  great  activity  among  the  lawyers. 
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They  were  confident  of  recovering  the  clew ;  and  if  Fen- 
wick's  identification  was  a  just  one,  the  search  was  near 
its  end. 

Only,  till  they  really  were  on  the  track,  better  say 
nothing  to  Lord  Findon  and  Madame  de  Pastourelles. 
This  was  the  suggestion  of  the  Findons'  solicitor,  and 
Fenwick  eagerly  indorsed  it. 

Presently  inquiry  had  been  made  from  every  manage- 
ment in  London  as  to  the  touring  companies  of  the  year ; 
confidential  agents  had  been  sent  to  every  provincial 
town  that  possessed  a  theatre;  long  lists  of  names  had 
been  compiled  and  carefully  scanned.  Fenwick's  draw- 
ing of  the  girl  whom  he  had  seen  had  been  photographed ; 
and  some  old  likenesses  of  Phoebe  and  Carrie  had  been 
reproduced  and  attached  to  it,  for  the  use  of  Messrs. 
Butlin's  provincial  correspondents.  The  police  were  ap- 
pealed to;  the  best  private  detectives  to  be  had  were 
employed. 

In  vain !  The  smiling  child  of  seventeen  had  emerged 
for  that  one  appearance  on  the  stage  of  her  father's  life, 
only,  it  seemed,  to  vanish  again  forever.  No  trace  could 
be  found  anywhere  of  a  "Miss  Larose,"  either  as  a  true 
or  a  theatrical  name ;  the  photographs  suggested  nothing 
to  those  who  saw  them;  or  if  various  hints  and  clews 
sometimes  seemed  to  present  themselves,  they  led  to  no 
result. 

Meanwhile,  day  after  day,  Fenwick  waited  on  the  post, 
hurrying  for  and  scanning  his  letters  with  feverish,  ever- 
waning  hope.  Not  a  sign,  not  a  word  from  Phoebe.  His 
heart  grew  fierce.  There  were  moments  when  he  felt 
something  not  unlike  hatred  for  this  invisible  woman, 
who  was  still  able  to  lay  a  ghostly  and  sinister  hand  upon 
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his  life.  And  yet,  and  yet! — suppose,  after  all,  that  she 
were  dead  ? 

During  these  same  weeks  of  torment  "The  Queen's 
Necklace"  was  produced;  it  was  a  pretentious  failure, 
and  after  three  weeks  of  difficult  existence  flickered  to  an 
end.  The  management  went  into  bankruptcy,  and  the 
greater  part  of  Fenwick's  payment  was  irrecoverable. 
He  could  hardly  now  meet  his  daily  living  expenses,  and 
there  was  an  execution  in  his  house,  put  in  by  the  last 
firm  of  builders  employed. 

Close  upon  this  disaster  came  the  opening  of  his  pri- 
vate exhibition.  Grimly,  in  a  kind  of  dogged  abstrac- 
tion, he  went  through  with  it.  He  himself,  with  the  help 
of  a  lad  who  was  his  man-of -all-work  in  Chelsea,  nailed 
up  the  draperies,  hung  the  pictures,  and  issued  the  invi- 
tations for  the  private  view. 

About  a  hundred  people  came  to  the  private  view. 
His  reputation  was  not  yet  dead,  and  there  was  much 
curiosity  about  his  circumstances.  But  Fenwick,  look- 
ing at  the  scanty  crowd,  considering  the  faces  that  were 
there  and  the  faces  that  were  not  there,  knew  very  well 
that  it  could  be  of  no  practical  assistance  to  him.  Not 
a  picture  sold ;  and  next  day  there  were  altogether  seven 
people  in  the  gallery,  of  whom  five  were  the  relations  of 
men  to  whom  he  had  given  gratuitous  teaching  at  one 
period  or  other  of  his  career. 

And  never,  alack,  in  the  case  of  any  artist  of  talent, 
was  there  a  worse  "press"  than  that  which  dealt  with 
his  pictures  on  the  following  morning.  The  most  venom- 
ous article  of  all  was  the  work  of  a  man  whom  Fenwick 
had  treated  with  conceit  and  rudeness  in  the  days  of  his 
success.  The  victim  now  avenged  himself,  with  the 
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same  glee  which  a  literary  club  throws  into  the  black- 
balling of  some  evil  tongue — some  too  harsh  and  too 
powerful  critic  of  the  moment.  "Scamped  and  empty 
work,"  in  which  "ideas  not  worth  stating"  find  an  ex- 
pression "not  worth  criticism."  Mannerisms  grown  to 
absurdity;  faults  of  early  training  writ  dismally  large; 
vulgarity  of  conception  and  carelessness  of  execution — 
no  stone  that  could  hurt  or  sting  was  left  unflung,  and 
the  note  of  meditative  pity  in  which  the  article  came  to 
an  end,  marked  the  climax  of  a  very  neat  revenge. 
After  reading  it,  Fenwick  felt  himself  artistically  dead 
and  buried. 

A  great  silence  fell  upon  him.  He  spoke  to  no  one  in 
the  gallery,  and  he  avoided  his  club.  Early  in  the  after- 
noon he  went  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields— only  to  hear  from 
the  lawyers  that  they  had  done  all  they  could  with  the 
new  scent,  and  it  was  no  use  pursuing  it  further.  He 
heard  what  they  had  to  say  in  silence,  and  after  leaving 
their  office  he  visited  a  shop  in  the  Strand.  Just  as  the 
light  was  waning,  about  seven  o'clock  on  a  May  evening, 
he  found  himself  a,gain  in  his  studio.  It  was  now  abso- 
lutely bare,  save  for  a  few  empty  easels,  a  chair  or  two, 
and  some  tattered  portfolios.  The  two  men  representing 
the  execution  were  in  the  dining-room.  He  could  hear 
the  voices  of  a  charwoman  and  of  the  lad  who  had  helped 
him  to  arrange  the  gallery  talking  in  the  kitchen. 

Fenwick  locked  himself  into  the  studio.  On  his  way 
thither  he  had  recoiled,  shivering,  from  the  empty  deso- 
lation of  the  house.  In  the  general  disarray  of  the 
ticketed  furniture  and  stripped  walls,  all  artistic  charm 
had  disappeared.  And  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  grim 
twist  of  the  mouth,  that  if  the  house  had  grown  ugly  and 
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commonplace,  that  only  made  it  a  better  setting  for  the 
ugly  and  commonplace  thing  which  he  was  about  to  do. 

About  half  an  hour  later  a  boy,  looking  like  the  "but- 
tons" of  a  lodging-house,  walked  up  to  the  side  entrance 
of  Fenwick's  ambitious  mansion — which  possessed  a  kind 
of  court-yard,  and  was  built  round  two  sides  of  an  oblong. 
The  door  was  open  and  the  charwoman  just  inside,  so 
that  the  boy  had  no  occasion  to  ring.  He  carried  a  par- 
cel carefully  wrapped  in  an  old  shawl. 

"Is  this  Mr.  Fenwick's?"  asked  the  boy,  consulting  a 
dirty  scrap  of  paper. 

"Ay,"  said  the  woman.  "Well,  who's  it  from?  isn't 
there  no  note  with  it  ?" 

The  boy  replied  that  there  was  no  note,  and  his  in- 
structions were  to  leave  it. 

"But  what  name  am  I  to  say?"  the  woman  called 
after  him  as  he  went  down  the  path. 

The  boy  shook  his  head.  "  Don't  know — give  it  up!" 
he  said,  impudently,  and  went  off  whistling. 

"Silly  lout,"  said  the  woman,  crossly,  and,  taking  up 
the  package,  which  was  not  very  large,  she  went  with  it 
to  the  studio,  reflecting  as  she  went  that  by  the  feel  of 
it  it  was  an  unframed  picture,  and  that  if  some  one 
would  only  take  away  some  of  the  beastly,  dusty  things 
that  were  already  in  the  house — that  wouldn't,  so  the 
bailiffs  said,  fetch  a  halfpenny — it  would  be  better  worth 
while  than  bringing  new  ones  where  they  weren't  wanted. 

There  was  at  first  no  answer  to  her  knock.  She  tried 
the  door,  and  wondered  to  find  it  locked.  But  presently 
she  heard  Fenwick  moving  about  inside. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?"  His  voice  was  low  and  impatient. 
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"A  parcel  for  you,  sir." 

"Take  it  away." 

"Very  well,  sir."  She  turned  obediently  and  was 
half-way  down  the  passage  which  led  to  the  dining-room, 
when  the  studio  door  opened  with  a  great  crash  and 
Fenwick  looked  out. 

"  Bring  that  here.     What  is  it  ?" 

She  retraced  her  steps. 

"Well,  it's  a  picture,  I  think,  sir." 

He  held  out  his  hand  for  it,  took  it,  and  instantly  with- 
drew into  the  studio  and  again  locked  the  door.  She 
noticed  that  he  seemed  to  have  lit  one  candle  in  the  big 
studio,  and  his  manner  struck  her  as  strange.  But  her 
slow  mind  followed  the  matter  no  further,  and  she  went 
back  to  the  cooking  of  his  slender  supper. 

Fenwick  meanwhile  was  standing  with  the  parcel  in  his 
hand.  At  the  woman's  knock  he  had  risen  from  a  table, 
where  he  had  been  writing  a  letter.  A  black  object, 
half  covered  with  a  painting  -  rag,  lay  beside  the  ink- 
stand. 

"I  must  make  haste,"  he  thought,  "or  she  will  be 
bothering  me  again." 

He  looked  at  the  letter,  which  was  still  unfinished. 
Meanwhile  he  had  absently  deposited  the  parcel  on  the 
floor,  where  it  rested  against  the  leg  of  the  table. 

"Another  page  will  finish  it.  Hotel  Bristol,  Rome — 
till  the  end  of  the  week  ? — if  I  only  could  be  sure  that 
was  what  Butlin  said!" 

He  paced  up  and  down,  frowning,  in  an  impotent  dis- 
tress, trying  to  make  his  brain  work  as  usual.  On  his 
visit  of  the  afternoon  he  had  asked  the  lawyers  for  the 
Findons'  address ;  but  his  memory  now  was  of  the  worst. 
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Suddenly  he  wheeled  round,  sat  down,  and  took  up  a 
book  which  had  been  lying  face  downward  on  the  table. 
It  was  the  Memoirs  of  Benjamin  Haydon,  and  he  opened 
it  at  one  of  the  last  pages. 

"About  an  hour  after,  Miss  Haydon  entered  the  painting- 
room,  and  found  her  father  stretched  out  dead,  before  the  easel 
on  which  stood,  blood -sprinkled,  his  unfinished  picture.  A 
portrait  of  his  wife  stood  on  a  smaller  easel  facing  his  large 
picture." 

The  man  reading,  paused. 

"He  had  suffered  much  more  than  I,"  he  thought — 
"but  his  wife  had  helped  him — stood  by  him — " 

And  he  passed  on  to  the  next  page — to  the  clause  in 
Haydon's  will  which  runs — "My  dearest  wife,  Mary 
Haydon,  has  been  a  good,  dear,  and  affectionate  wife  to 
me — a  heroine  in  adversity  and  an  angel  in  peace." 

"And  he  repaid  her  by  blowing  his  brains  out," 
thought  Fenwick,  contemptuously.  "But  he  was  mad 
— of  course  he  was  mad.  We  are  all  mad — when  it 
comes  to  this." 

And  he  turned  back,  as  though  in  fascination,  to  the 
page  before,  to  the  last  entry  in  Haydon's  Journal. 

"  2 1  st. — Slept  horribly.  Prayed  in  sorrow  and  got  up  in  agi- 
tation. 

"aad. — God  forgive  me.     Amen." 

"Amen!"  repeated  Fenwick,  aloud,  as  he  dropped  the 
book.  The  word  echoed  in  the  empty  room.  He  cov- 
ered his  eyes  with  his  right  hand,  leaning  his  arm  on  the 
table. 

The  other  hand,  as  it  fell  beside  him,  came  in  contact 
with  the  parcel  which  was  propped  against  the  table. 
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His  touch  told  him  that  it  contained  a  picture — an  un- 
framed  canvas.  A  vague  curiosity  awoke  in  him.  He 
took  it  up,  peered  at  the  address,  then  began  to  finger 
with  and  unwrap  it. 

Suddenly — he  bent  over  it.     What  was  it! 

He  tore  off  the  shawl,  and  some  brown  paper  beneath 
it,  lifted  the  thing  upon  the  table,  so  that  the  light  of 
the  one  candle  fell  upon  it,  and  held  it  there. 

Slowly  his  face,  which  had  been  deeply  flushed  before, 
lost  all  its  color;  his  jaw  dropped  a  little. 

He  was  staring  at  the  picture  of  himself  which  he 
had  painted  for  Phoebe  in  the  parlor  of  the  Green  Nab 
Cottage  thirteen  years  before.  The  young  face,  in  its 
handsome  and  arrogant  vigor,  the  gypsy-black  hair  and 
eyes,  the  powerful  shoulders  in  the  blue  serge  coat,  the 
sunburned  neck  exposed  by  the  loose,  turn-down  collar 
above  the  greenish  tie — there  they  were,  as  he  had 
painted  them,  lying  once  more  under  his  hand.  The 
flickering  light  of  the  candle  showed  him  his  signature 
and  the  date. 

He  laid  it  down  and  drew  a  long  breath.  Thrusting 
his  hands  into  his  pockets,  he  stood  staring  at  it,  his 
brain,  under  the  sharp  stimulus,  beginning  to  work  more 
clearly.  So  Phoebe,  too,  was  alive — and  in  England. 
The  picture  was  her  token.  That  was  what  it  meant. 

He  went  heavily  to  the  door,  unlocked  it,  and  called. 
The  charwoman  appeared. 

"Who  brought  this  parcel?" 

"A  boy,  sir." 

"Where's  the  note? — he  must  have  brought  some- 
thing with  it." 

"No,  he  didn't,  sir — there  was  no  note." 
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"Don't  be  absurd!"  cried  Fenwick.  "There  must 
have  been." 

Mrs.  Flint,  outraged,  protested  that  she  knew  what 
she  was  a-saying  of.  He  questioned  her  fiercely,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  her  rigmarole  ac- 
count, which  Fenwick  cut  short  by  retreating  into  the 
studio  in  the  middle  of  it. 

This  fresh  check  unhinged  him  altogether — seemed  to 
make  a  mere  fool  of  him — the  sport  of  gods  and  men. 
There  he  paced  up  and  down  in  a  mad  excitement. 
What  in  the  devil's  name  was  the  meaning  of  it  ?  The 
picture  came  from  Phcebe — no  one  else.  But  it  seemed 
she  had  only  sent  it  to  him  to  torment  him — to  punish 
him  yet  more?  Women  were  the  cruelest  of  God's 
creatures.  And  as  for  himself — idiot! — if  he  had  only 
finished  his  business  an  hour  ago,  both  she  and  he  would 
have  been  released  by  this  time.  He  worked  himself  up 
into  a  wild  passion  of  rage,  stopping  every  now  and  then 
to  look  at  that  ghost  of  his  youth,  which  lay  on  the  table, 
propped  up  against  some  books — and  once  at  the  reflec- 
tion of  his  haggard  face  and  gray  hair  as  he  passed  in 
front  of  an  old  mirror  on  the  wall. 

Then  suddenly  the  tension  gave  way.  He  sank  on 
the  chair  beside  the  table,  hiding  his  face  on  his  arms 
in  an  utter  exhaustion,  while  yet,  through  the  physical 
weakness,  something  swept  and  vibrated,  which  was  in 
truth  the  onset  of  returning  life. 

As  he  lay  there  a  cab  drove  up  to  the  front  door, 
and  a  lady  dressed  in  black  descended  from  it.  She 
rang,  and  Mrs.  Flint  appeared.  "Is  Mr.  Fenwick  at 
home?" 
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"He  is,  ma'am,"  said  the  woman,  hesitating — "but 
he  did  say  he  wasn't  to  be  disturbed." 

"Will  you  please  give  him  my  card  and  say  I  wish  to 
see  him  at  once?  I  have  brought  him  an  important 
letter." 

Mrs.  Flint,  wavering  between  her  dread  of  Fenwick's 
ill-humor  and  the  impression  produced  upon  her  by  the 
gentle  decision  of  her  visitor,  retreated  into  the  house. 
The  lady  followed. 

"Well,  if  you'll  wait  there,  ma'am" — the  charwoman 
opened  the  door  of  the  dismantled  sitting-room — "I'll 
speak  to  Mr.  Fenwick." 

She  shuffled  off.  Eugenie  de  Pastourelles  threw  back 
her  veil.  She  had  only  arrived  that  morning  in  London 
after  a  night  journey,  and  her  face  showed  deep  lines  of 
fatigue.  But  its  beauty  of  expression  had  never  been 
more  striking.  Animation — joy — spoke  in  the  eyes, 
quivered  hi  the  lips.  She  moved  restlessly  up  and  down, 
holding  in  one  hand  a  parcel  of  letters.  Once  she  noticed 
the  room — the  furniture  ticketed  in  lots — and  paused  in 
concern  and  pity.  But  the  momentary  cloud  was  soon 
chased  by  the  happiness  of  the  thought  which  held  her. 
Meanwhile  Mrs.  Flint  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  studio. 

"Mr.  Fenwick!  Sir!  There's  a  lady  come,  sir,  and 
she  wishes  to  speak  to  you  particular." 

An  angry  movement  inside. 

"I'm  busy.     Send  her  away." 

"I've  got  her  card  here,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Flint,  dropping 
her  voice.  "It's  a  queer  name,  sir — somethin'  furrin — 
Madam  somethin'.  She  says  it's  most  pertickler.  I  was 
to  tell  you  she'd  only  got  home  to-day,  from  abroad." 

A  sudden  noise  inside.     The  door  was  opened. 
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"Where  is  she?     Ask  her  to  come  in." 

He  himself  retreated  into  the  darkness  of  the  studio, 
clinging,  so  the  charwoman  noticed,  to  the  back  of  a 
chair,  as  though  for  support.  Wondering  "what  was 
up,"  she  clattered  back  again  down  the  long  passage 
which  led  from  the  sitting-room  to  the  studio. 

But  Eugenie  had  heard  the  opening  door  and  came 
to  meet  her. 

"Is  anything  wrong?"  she  asked,  anxiously.  "Is  Mr. 
Fenwickill?" 

"Well,  you  see,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Flint,  cautiously — 
"it's  the  sheriff's  horficers — though  they  do  it  as  kind 
as  they  can." 

Eugenie  looked  bewildered. 

"A  hexecution,  ma'am,"  whispered  the  woman  as  she 
led  the  way. 

"Oh!"  It  was  a  cry  of  distress,  checked  by  the  sight 
of  Fenwick,  who  stood  in  the  door  of  his  studio. 

"I  am  sorry  you  were  kept  waiting,"  he  said,  hoarsely. 
She  made  some  commonplace  reply,  and  they  shook 
hands.  Mrs.  Flint  looked  at  them  curiously,  and  with- 
drew again  into  the  back  premises. 

Fenwick  turned  and  walked  in  front  of  Eugenie  tow- 
ards the  table  from  which  he  had  risen.  She  looked  at 
him  in  sudden  horror — arrested — the  words  she  had  come 
to  speak  stifled  on  her  lips.  Then  a  quick  impulse  made 
her  shut  the  door  behind  her.  He  turned  again,  be- 
wildered, and  raised  his  hand  to  his  head. 

"  My  God!"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  oughtn't  to  have 
let  you  come  in  here.  Go  away — please  go  away." 

Then  she  saw  him  totter  backward,  raise  an  overcoat 
which  hung  across  the  back  of  a  chair,  and  throw  it  over 

303 


Fentoick's    Career 

something  lying  on  the  table.  Terror  possessed  her;  his 
aspect  was  so  ghastly,  his  movements  so  strange.  She 
flew  to  him,  and  took  his  hand  in  both  hers.  "  No,  no — 
don't  send  me  away!  My  friend — my  dear  friend — lis- 
ten to  me.  You  look  so  ill — you've  been  in  trouble !  If 
I'd  only  known!  But  I've  thought  of  you  always — I've 
prayed  for  you.  And  listen — listen  ! — I've  brought  you 
good  news." 

She  paused,  still  holding  him.  Her  eyes  were  bright 
with  tears,  but  her  mouth  smiled.  He  looked  at  her, 
trembling.  Her  pale  charm,  her  pleading  grace  moved 
him  unbearably;  this  beauty,  this  tenderness — the  sud- 
den apparition  of  them  in  this  dark  room — unmanned 
him  altogether. 

But  she  came  nearer. 

"We  only  got  home  this  morning.  It  was  a  sudden 
wish  of  my  father's — he  thought  Italy  wasn't  suiting 
him.  We  came  straight  from  Rome.  I  wrote  to  you 
by  this  morning's  post.  Then — this  afternoon — after 
we'd  settled  my  father — I  drove  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 
And  I  found  them  so  excited — just  sending  off  a  messen- 
ger to  you.  A  letter  had  arrived  by  the  afternoon  post, 
an  hour  after  you  left  the  office.  I  have  it  here — they 
trusted  it  to  me.  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Fenwick,  listen  to  me! 
They  are  on  the  track — it's  a  real  clew  this  time!  Your 
wife  has  been  in  Canada — they  know  where  she  was  three 
months  ago — it's  only  a  question  of  time  now.  Oh !  and 
they  told  me  about  the  theatre — how  wonderful !  Oh! 
I  believe  they're  not  far  off — I  know  it — I  feel  it!" 

He  had  fallen  on  his  chair ;  she  stood  beside  him. 

"And  you've  been  ill,"  she  said,  sadly,  "and  in 
great  distress,  I'm  afraid — about  money,  was  it  ?  Oh,  if 
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I'd  only  known!  But  you'll  let  me  make  that  right, 
won't  you?  —  you  couldn't  refuse  me  that?  And 
think!  you'll  have  them  again — your  wife — your  little 
girl." 

She  smiled  at  him,  while  the  tears  slipped  down  her 
cheeks.  She  cherished  his  cold  hands,  holding  them 
close  in  her  warm,  soft  palms. 

He  seemed  to  be  trying  to  speak.  Then  suddenly  he 
disengaged  himself,  rose  feebly,  went  to  the  mantel -piece, 
lit  another  candle,  and  brought  it,  holding  it  towards 
something  on  a  chair  —  beckoning  to  her.  She  went 
to  him  —  perceived  the  unframed  portrait — and  cried 
out. 

"Phoebe  sent  it  me — just  now,"  he  said,  almost  in  a 
whisper — "without  a  word — without  a  single  word.  It 
was  left  here  by  a  boy — with  no  letter — no  address. 
Wasn't  it  cruel  ? — wasn't  it  horribly  cruel  ?" 

She  watched  him  in  dismay. 

"Are  you  sure  there  was  nothing — no  letter?" 

He  shook  his  head.  She  released  herself,  took  up  the 
picture,  and  examined  it.  Then  she  shook  out  the  folds 
of  the  shawl,  the  fragments  of  the  brown  paper,  and  still 
found  nothing.  But  as  she  took  the  candle  and  stooped 
with  it  to  the  floor,  something  white  gleamed.  A  neatly 
folded  slip  of  paper  had  dropped  among  some  torn  letters 
beneath  the  table.  She  held  it  up  to  him  with  a  cry  of 
delight. 

He  made  a  movement,  then  fell  back. 

"Read  it,  please,"  he  said,  hoarsely,  refusing  it. 
"There's  something  wrong  with  my  eyes." 

And  he  held  his  hands  pressed  to  them,  while  she — a 
little  reluctantly,  wistfully — opened  and  read: 
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"Mv  DEAR  JOHN, — I  have  Phoebe  safe.  She  can't  write.  But 
she  sends  you  this — as  her  sign.  It's  been  with  her  all  through. 
She  knows  she's  been  a  sinful  wife.  But  there,  it's  no  use  writ- 
ing. Besides,  it  makes  me  cry.  But  come! — come  soon!  Your 
child  is  an  angel.  You'll  forget  and  forgive  when  you  see  her. 

"I  brought  Phoebe  here  last  week.  Do  you  see  the  address? 
— it's  the  old  cottage !  I  took  it  with  a  friend — three  years  ago. 
It  seemed  the  right  place  for  your  poor  wife — till  she  could  make 
up  her  mind  how  and  when  to  let  you  know. 

"As  to  how  /  came  to  know — we'll  tell  you  all  that. 

"Carrie  knows  nothing  yet.  I  keep  thinking  of  the  first  look 
in  her  eyes  I  Come  soon! 

"Ever  your  affectionate  old  friend, 

"ANNA  MASON." 


There  was  silence.  Euge'nie  had  read  the  letter  in  a 
soft  voice  that  trembled.  She  looked  up.  Fenwick  was 
staring  straight  before  him,  and  she  saw  him  shudder. 

"I  know  it's  horrible,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice — "and 
cowardly — but  I  feel  as  if  I  couldn't  face  it — I  couldn't 
bear  it." 

And  he  began  feebly  to  pace  to  and  fro,  looking  like 
an  old,  gray -haired  man  in  the  dim  grotesqueness  of 
the  light.  Euge'nie  understood.  She  felt,  with  mingled 
dread  and  pity,  that  she  was  in  the  presence  of  a  weak- 
ness which  represented  far  more  than  the  immediate 
emotion;  was  the  culmination,  indeed,  of  a  long,  disinte- 
grating process. 

She  hesitated — moved — wavered — then  took  courage 
again. 

"Come  and  sit  down,"  she  said,  gently.  And,  going 
up  to  him,  she  took  him  by  the  arm  and  led  him  back  to 
his  chair. 

He  sank  upon  it,  his  eyes  hanging  on  her.  She  stooped 
over  him. 
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"Shall  I,"  she  said,  uncertainly — "shall  I — go  first? 
Oh,  I  oughtn't  to  go!  Nobody  ought  to  interfere — be- 
tween husband  and  wife.  But  if  you  wish  it — if  I  could 
do  any  good — " 

Her  eyes  sought  the  answer  of  his. 

Her  face,  framed  in  the  folds  of  her  black  veil,  shone 
in  the  candle-light ;  her  voice  was  humble,  yet  brave. 

The  silence  continued  a  moment.  Then  his  lips 
moved. 

"Be  my  messenger!"  he  said,  just  breathing  it. 

She  made  a  sign  of  assent.  And  he,  feebly  lifting  her 
hands,  brought  them  to  her  lips.  Close  to  them — unseen 
by  her — for  the  moment  unremembered  by  him — lay 
the  revolver  with  which  he  had  meant  to  take  his  life — 
and  the  letter  in  which  he  had  bid  her  a  last  farewell. 


XIII 

REAT  LANGDALE  was  once  more  in  spring.  Af- 
V_Jf  ter  the  long  quiet  of  the  winter,  during  which  these 
remoter  valleys  of  the  lakes  resume  their  primitive  and 
self-dependent  life,  there  were  now  a  few  early  tourists 
in  the  two  Dungeon  Ghyll  hotels,  and  the  road  traffic  had 
begun  to  revive.  Phcebe  Fenwick,  waiting  and  listen- 
ing for  the  post  in  an  upper  room  of  Green  Nab  Cottage, 
ran  hurriedly  to  the  window  several  times  in  vain,  drawn 
by  the  sound  of  wheels.  The  cart  which  clattered  past 
was  not  that  which  bore  her  Majesty's  mails. 

At  the  third  of  these  false  alarms  she  lingered  beside 
the  open  casement  window  looking  out  into  the  valley. 
It  was  a  weary  woman  who  stood  thus — motionless  and 
drooping;  a  woman  so  tired,  so  conscious  of  wasted  life 
and  happiness,  that  although  expectation  held  her  in  a 
grip  of  torture,  there  was  in  it  little  or  nothing  of  hope. 

Twelve  years  since  she  had  last  looked  on  those  twin 
peaks,  those  bare  fields  and  winding  river!  Twelve 
years !  Time,  the  inexorable,  had  dealt  with  her,  and  not 
softly.  All  that  rounded  grace  which  Fenwick  had  once 
loved  to  draw  had  dropped  from  her,  as  the  bloom  drops 
from  a  wild  cherry  in  the  night.  Phcebe  was  now  thirty- 
five — close  on  thirty-six ;  and  twelve  years  of  hard  work, 
joyless  struggle,  and  pursuing  remorse  had  left  upon  her 
indelible  marks.  She  had  grown  excessively  thin,  and 
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lines  of  restlessness,  of  furtive  pain  and  suspicion,  had 
graven  themselves,  delicately,  irrevocably,  about  her 
eyes  and  mouth,  on  her  broad  brow  and  childish  neck. 
There  were  hollows  in  the  cheeks,  the  cutting  of  the  face 
seemed  to  be  ruder  and  the  skin  browner  than  of  old. 
Nevertheless,  the  leanness  of  the  face  was  that  of  energy, 
not  that  of  emaciation.  It  pointed  to  life  in  the  open 
air,  a  strenuous  physical  life;  and,  but  for  the  look  of 
fretting,  of  ceaseless  and  troubled  longing  with  which  it 
was  associated,  it  would  rather  have  given  beauty  than 
taken  it  away. 

Her  eyes  were  more  astonishing  than  ever;  but  there 
was  a  touch  of  wildness  in  them,  and  they  were  grown,  in 
truth,  too  big  and  staring  for  the  dwindled  face.  A 
pathetic  face! — as  of  one  in  whom  the  impulse  to  weep 
is  always  present,  yet  forever  stifled.  It  had  none  of 
that  noble  intimacy  with  sorrow  which  so  often  dignifies 
a  woman's  whole  aspect;  it  spoke  rather  of  the  painful, 
struggling,  desiring  will,  the  will  of  passion  and  regret „ 
the  will  which  fights  equally  with  the  past  and  with  the 
future,  and  is,  for  Buddhist  and  Christian  alike,  the  tor- 
ment of  existence. 

Again  a  sound  of  wheels  drew  her  eyes  to  the  road*.. 
But  it  was  only  the  Hawkshead  butcher  going  his  rounds. 
He  stopped  below  the  cottage,  and  Miss  Anna's  servant 
went  out  to  him.  Phoebe  sighed  afresh  in  disappoint- 
ment, her  ears  still  strained  the  while  to  catch  the  first 
sound  of  that  primitive  horn,  wherewith  the  postman  in 
his  cart,  as  he  mounts  the  Langdale  valley,  summons  the 
dwellers  in  the  scattered  farms  and  cottages  to  come  and 
take  their  letters. 

But  very  likely  there  would  be  no  letter  at  all.     This 
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was  Thursday.  On  Saturday  Miss  Anna  had  met  her 
and  Carrie  at  Windermere,  and  had  brought  them  to  the 
old  place.  Sunday  and  Monday  had  been  filled  with 
agitated  consultations.  Then,  on  Tuesday,  a  neighbor 
living  in  Elterwater,  and  an  old  friend  of  Miss  Anna's, 
had  gone  up  to  London,  bearing  with  her  a  parcel  ad- 
dressed to  "John  Fenwick,  Constable  House,  East  Road, 
Chelsea,"  which  she  had  promised  to  deliver,  either  per- 
sonally or  through  one  of  the  servants  of  the  boarding- 
house  whither  she  was  bound. 

This  lady  must  have  delivered  it  on  Wednesday — 
some  time  on  Wednesday — she  would  not  pledge  herself. 
But  probably  not  till  the  afternoon  or  evening.  If  so, 
there  could  be  no  letter.  But  if  not  a  letter,  a  telegram; 
unless,  indeed,  John  were  determined  not  to  take  her 
back;  unless  her  return  were  in  his  eyes  a  mere  trouble 
and  burden ;  unless  they  were  to  be  finally  and  forever 
separated.  Then  he  would  take  his  time — and  write. 

But — Carrie  I  Phoebe  resumed  her  wandering  from 
room  to  room  and  window  to  window,  her  mind  deafened 
as  it  were  by  the  rush  of  her  own  thoughts — unable  to 
rest  for  a  moment.  He  must  want  to  see  Carrie!  And 
that  seeing  must  and  should  carry  with  it  at  least  one 
interview  with  his  wife,  at  least  the  permission  to  tell 
her  story,  face  to  face. 

Was  it  only  a  week  since,  under  a  sudden  impulse,  she 
had  written  to  Miss  Anna? — from  the  Surrey  lodging, 
where  for  nearly  two  months  she  had  hidden  herself  after 
their  landing  in  England.  Each  day  since  then  had  been 
at  once  the  longest  and  the  shortest  she  had  ever  known. 
Every  emotion  of  which  she  was  capable  had  been  roused 
into  fresh  life,  crowding  the  hours;  while  at  the  same 
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time  each  day  had  flown  on  wings  of  flame,  bringing  the 
moment — so  awful,  yet  so  desired — when  she  should  see 
John's  face  again.  After  the  slow  years  of  self-inflicted 
exile;  after  the  wavering  weeks  and  months  of  repent- 
ance, doubt,  and  changing  resolution,  life  had  suddenly 
become  breathless — a  hurrying  rush  down  some  Avernian 
descent,  towards  crashing  pain  and  tumult.  For  how 
could  it  end  well  ?  She  was  no  silly  girl  to  suppose  that 
such  things  can  be  made  right  again  with  a  few  soft 
words  and  a  kiss. 

Idly  her  mind  wandered  through  the  past;  through 
the  years  of  dumb,  helpless  bitterness,  when  she  would 
have  given  the  world  to  undo  what  she  had  done,  and 
could  see  no  way,  consistently  with  the  beliefs  which 
still  held  her;  and  through  the  first  hours  of  sharp  re- 
action, produced  partly  by  events  in  her  own  history 
and  partly  by  fresh  and  unexpected  information.  She 
had  thought  of  John  as  hard,  prosperous,  and  cruel; 
removed  altogether  out  of  her  social  ken,  a  rich  and 
fashionable  gentleman  who  might  have  and  be  what  he 
would.  The  London  letter  of  a  Canadian  weekly  paper 
had  given  her  the  news  of  his  election  to  the  Academy. 
Then,  from  the  same  source,  she  had  learned  of  the 
quarrel,  the  scene  with  the  Hanging  Committee,  the 
noisy  resignation,  and  all  the  controversy  surrounding 
it.  She  read  and  re-read  every  line  of  this  scanty  news, 
pondering  and  worrying  over  it.  How  like  John,  to  ruin 
himself  by  these  tempers!  And  yet,  of  course,  he  had 
been  abominably  treated ! — any  one  could  see  that.  From 
her  anger  and  concern  sprang  new  growths  of  feeling  in 
a  softened  heart.  If  she  had  only  been  there! 

Well! — what  did  it  matter?  The  great  lady  who  ad- 
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vised  and  patronized  him  no  doubt  had  been  there.  If 
she  had  not  been  able  to  smooth  out  the  tangle,  what 
chance  would  his  despised  wife  have  had  with  him  ? 

Then — last  fall — there  had  come  to  the  farm  in  the 
green  Ontario  country,  a  young  artist,  sent  out  on  a 
commission  from  an  English  publishing  firm  who  were 
producing  a  great  ill  ustrated  book  on  Canada.  The  son 
of  the  house,  who  was  at  college  in  Montreal,  had  met 
him,  and  made  friends  with  him ;  had  brought  him  home 
to  draw  the  farm,  and  the  apple-orchards,  heavy  with 
fruit.  And  there,  night  after  night,  he  had  sat  talking 
in  the  rich  violet  dusk;  talking  to  this  sad-faced  Mrs. 
Wilson,  this  Englishwoman,  who  understood  his  phrases 
and  his  ways,  and  had  been  in  contact  with  artists  in  her 
youth. 

John  Fenwick!  Why,  of  course,  he  knew  all  about 
John  Fenwick!  Quarrelsome,  clever  chap!  Had  gone 
up  like  a  rocket,  and  was  now  nowhere.  What  call  had 
he  to  quarrel  with  the  Academy?  The  Academy  had 
treated  him  handsomely  enough — much  better  than  it 
had  treated  a  lot  of  other  fellows.  The  public  wouldn't 
stand  his  airs  and  his  violence.  He  wasn't  big  enough. 
A  Whistler  might  be  insolent,  and  gain  by  it;  but  the 
smaller  men  must  keep  civil  tongues  in  their  heads.  Oh, 
yes,  talent  of  course — enormous  talent! — but  a  poor 
early  training,  and  a  man  wants  all  his  time  to  get  the 
better  of  that — instead  of  spouting  and  scribbling  all  over 
the  place.  No — John  Fenwick  would  do  nothing  more 
of  importance.  Mrs.  Wilson  might  take  his  word  for 
that — sorry  if  he  had  said  anything  unpleasant  of  a 
friend  of  hers.  General  report,  besides,  made  him  an  un- 
happy, moody  kind  of  fellow,  living  alone,  with  very  few 
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friends,  taking  nobody's  advice — and  as  obstinate  as  a 
pig  about  his  work. 

So  said  this  young  Daniei-come-to- judgment,  between 
the  whiffs  of  his  pipe,  in  the  Canadian  farm-garden,  while 
the  darkness  came  down  and  hid  the  face  of  the  silent 
woman  beside  him. 

And  so  Remorse,  and  anguished  Pity,  sprang  up  be- 
side her — gray  and  stern  comrades — and  she  walked 
between  them  night  and  day.  John,  a  lonely  failure  in 
England — poor  and  despised.  And  she,  an  exile  here, 
with  her  child.  And  this  dumb,  irrevocable  Time,  on 
which  she  had  stamped  her  will,  so  easily,  so  fatally, 
flowing  on  the  while,  year  by  year,  towards  Death  and 
the  End! — and  these  voices  of  "Too  late!"  in  her  ears. 

But  still  the  impulse  of  return  grew — mysteriously  it 
seemed — independently.  And  other  facts  and  experi- 
ences came  strangely  to  its  aid.  In  the  language  of  Evan- 
gelicalism which  had  been  natural  to  her  youth,  Phoebe 
felt  now,  as  she  looked  back,  that  she  had  been  wonder- 
fully "  led . "  It  was  this  sense ,  indeed ,  which  had  softened 
the  humiliation  and  determined  the  actual  steps  of 
her  homeward  pilgrimage ;  she  seemed  to  have  been 
yielding  to  an  actual  external  force  in  what  she  had 
done. 

For  it  had  not  been  easy,  this  second  uprooting. 
Carrie,  especially,  had  had  her  own  reasons  for  making  it 
difficult.  And  Phcebe  had  never  yet  had  the  courage 
to  tell  her  the  truth.  She  had  spoken  vaguely  of  "busi- 
ness" obliging  them  to  take  a  journey  to  England — had 
asked  the  child  to  trust  her — and  taken  refuge  in  tears 
and  depression  from  Carrie's  objections.  In  conse- 
quence, she  had  seen  the  first  shadow  descend  on  Carrie's 
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youth;  she  had  been  conscious  of  the  first  breach  be- 
tween herself  and  her  daughter. 

In  a  sudden  agony,  she  walked  back  to  the  window 
in  her  own  room,  looking  this  time,  not  towards  Elter- 
water  and  the  post,  but  towards  Dungeon  Ghyll  and  the 
wild  upper  valley. 

Anna  Mason  had  taken  Carrie  for  a  walk.  At  that 
moment,  on  Phoebe's  prayer,  she  was  telling  the  child 
the  story  of  her  father  and  mother. 

Phoebe's  eyes  filled.  She  was,  in  truth,  waiting  for 
judgment — at  the  hands  of  her  husband — and  her 
daughter.  Ever  since  their  flight  together,  Carrie  had 
been  taught  to  regard  her  father  as  dead.  As  the  years 
went  on,  "poor  papa"  was  represented  to  her  by  a  few 
fading  memories,  by  the  unframed  picture  which  her 
mother  kept  jealously  locked  from  sight,  which  she  had 
been  only  once  or  twice  allowed  to  see. 

And  now  ?  Phoebe  recalled  the  anguish  of  that  night, 
when  Carrie,  returning  to  her  mother  in  Surrey,  from  a 
day's  expedition  to  town,  with  a  Canadian  friend,  de- 
scribed the  queer,  passionate,  gray-haired  man — "Mr. 
Fenwick,  they  called  him" — whom  she  had  seen  direct- 
ing the  rehearsal  at  the  Falcon  Theatre.  Phoebe  had  a 
vision  of  herself  leaning  back  in  her  chair,  wrapped  in 
shawls,  feigning  the  exhaustion  and  blindness  of  nervous 
headache — while  the  child  gave  her  laughing  account  of 
the  scene,  in  the  intervals  of  kissing  and  comforting 
"poor  mummy"? 

And  that  drive  from  Windermere,  beside  Miss  Anna, 
with  Carrie  opposite! — Carrie  excitable,  happy,  talka- 
tive— her  father's  child — now  absorbed  in  a  natural  de- 
light, exclaiming  at  the  beauty  of  the  mountains,  the 


Fentciek's    Career 

trees,  the  river,  catching  her  mother's  hand,  to  make  her 
smile  too,  and  then  in  a  sudden  shyness  and  hardness, 
looking  with  her  deep  jealous  eyes  at  the  unknown  friend 
opposite,  wondering  clearly  what  it  all  meant,  resenting 
that  she  was  told  so  little,  and  too  proud  to  insist  on 
more — or,  perhaps,  afraid  to  pierce  what  might  turn  out 
to  be  the  unhappy  or  shameful  secret  of  their  life  ? 

Yet  Phcebe  had  tried  to  make  it  plausible.  They  were 
going  to  stay  with  an  old  friend,  in  a  place  which  Carrie 
and  her  parents  had  lived  in  when  she  was  a  baby,  near 
to  the  town  where  she  was  born.  She  knew  already  that 
her  mother  was  from  Westmoreland,  from  a  place  called 
Keswick;  but  she  understood  that  her  mother's  father 
was  dead,  and  all  her  people  scattered. 

Until  they  came  actually  in  sight  of  the  cottage,  the 
child  had  betrayed  no  memory  of  her  own;  though  as 
they  entered  Langdale  her  chatter  ceased,  and  her  eyes 
sped  nervously  from  side  to  side,  considering  the  woods 
and  fells  and  white-washed  farms.  As  they  stopped, 
however,  at  the  foot  of  the  steep  pitch  leading  to  the 
little  house,  Carrie  suddenly  caught  sight  of  it — the  slate 
porch,  the  yew-tree  to  the  right,  the  sycamore  in  front. 
She  changed  color,  and  as  she  jumped  down,  she  wavered 
and  nearly  fell. 

And  without  waiting  for  the  others  she  ran  up  the  hill 
and  through  the  gate.  When  she  met  them  again  at  the 
house-door,  her  eyes  were  wet. 

"I've  been  into  the  kitchen,"  she  said,  breathlessly — 
"and  it's  so  strange!  I  remember  sitting  there,  and  a 
man" — she  drew  her  hand  across  her  brow — "a  man, 
feeding  me.  That — that  was  father  ?" 

Phcebe  could  not  remember  how  she  had  answered  her ; 
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only  some  trembling  words  from  Anna  Mason,  and  an 
attempt  to  draw  the  child  away — that  her  mother  might 
enter  the  cottage  alone  and  unwatched.  And  she  had 
entered  it  alone — had  walked  into  the  little  parlor. 

The  next  thing  she  recollected — amid  that  passion  of 
desperate  tears  which  had  seemed  to  dissolve  her,  body 
and  soul — were  Carrie's  arms  round  her,  Carrie's  face 
pressed  against  hers. 

"Mother!  mother!  Oh!  what  is  the  matter?  Why 
did  we  come  here  ?  You've  been  keeping  things  from  me 
all  these  weeks — for  years  even.  There  is  something  I 
don't  know — I'm  sure  there  is.  Oh,  it  is  unkind.  You 
think  I'm  not  old  enough — but  I  am.  Oh!  you  ought 
to  tell  me  mother!" 

How  had  she  defended  herself  ?  staved  off  the  inevi- 
table once  again  ?  All  she  knew  was  that  Miss  Anna  had 
again  come  to  the  rescue,  had  taken  the  child  away, 
whispering  to  her.  And  since  then,  in  these  last  forty- 
eight  hours — oh!  Carrie  had  been  good!  So  quiet,  so 
useful — unpacking  their  clothes,  helping  Miss  Anna's 
maid  with  the  supper,  cooking,  dusting,  mending,  as  a 
Canadian  girl  knows  how — only  stopping  sometimes  to 
look  round  her,  with  that  clouded,  wondering  look,  as 
though  the  past  invaded  her. 

Oh!  she  was  a  darling!  John  would  see  that — what- 
ever he  might  feel  towards  her  mother.  "I  stole  her — 
but  I've  brought  her  back.  I  may  be  a  bad  wife — but 
there's  Carrie!  I've  not  neglected  her — I've  done  the 
best  by  her." 

It  was  in  incoherent,  unspoken  words  like  this  that 
Phoebe  was  forever  pleading  with  her  husband,  even 
now. 
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Presently,  in  her  walk  about  the  room,  she  came  to 
stand  before  the  mantel-piece,  where  a  photograph  had 
been  propped  up  against  the  wall  by  Carrie — of  a  white 
walled  farm,  with  its  out-buildings  and  orchards — and, 
gleaming  beneath  it,  the  wide  waters  of  Lake  Superior. 
Phcebe  shuddered  at  the  sight  of  it.  Twelve  years  of 
her  life  had  been  wasted  there. 

Carrie,  indeed,  took  a  very  different  view. 

Restlessly  the  mother  left  her  room  and  wandered 
into  Carrie's.  It  was  already — by  half -past  nine — spot- 
lessly clean  and  neat;  and  Eliza,  the  girl  from  Hawks- 
head,  had  not  been  allowed  to  touch  it.  On  the  bed  lay 
a  fresh  "waist,"  which  Carrie  had  just  made  for  herself, 
and  on  the  dressing-table  stood  another  photograph — 
not  a  place  this  time,  but  a  person — a  very  evident  and 
very  good-looking  young  man! 

Phoebe  stood  looking  at  it  forlornly.  Carrie's  young 
romance — and  her  own  spoiled  life — these  two  images 
held  her.  Carrie  would  go  back,  in  time,  across  the  sea 
— would  marry,  would  forget  her  mother. 

"And  I'm  not  old,  neither — I'm  not  old." 

Trembling  she  left  the  room.  The  door  of  Miss  Anna's 
was  open.  Phcebe  stood  on  the  threshold,  looking  in. 
It  had  been  her  room  and  John's  in  the  old  days.  Their 
very  furniture  was  still  there — as  in  the  parlor,  too. 
For  John  had  sold  it  all  to  their  landlord,  when  he  wound 
up  affairs.  Miss  Anna  knew  even  what  he  had  got  for 
it — poor  John! 

She  dared  not  go  in.  She  stood  leaning  against  the 
door-post,  looking  from  outside,  like  one  in  exile,  at 
the  low- raftered  room,  with  its  oak  press,  and  its  bed, 
and  its  bit  of  green  carpet.  Thoughts  passed  through 
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her  mind — thoughts  which  shook  her  from  head  to 
foot. 

The  cottage  was  now  enlarged.  Miss  Mason,  when 
she  took  it  on  lease  three  years  before  this  date,  had 
built  two  new  rooms,  or  got  the  Hawkshead  landlord  to 
build  them.  She  had  retired  now,  on  her  savings ;  and 
there  lived  with  her  an  old  friend,  a  tired  teacher  like 
herself.  It  was  one  of  those  spinster  marriages — honor- 
able and  seemly  manages — for  which  the  Lakes  have 
always  been  famous.  But  Miss  Wetherby  was  now 
away,  visiting  her  relations  in  the  south.  Had  she  been 
there,  Phoebe  could  never  have  made  up  her  mind  to 
accept  Miss  Anna's  urgent  invitation.  She  shrank  from 
everybody — strangers,  or  old  acquaintance,  it  was  all 
one.  The  terror  which  ranked,  in  her  mind,  next  to  the 
disabling,  heart-arresting  terror  of  the  first  meeting  with 
her  husband,  was  that  of  the  first  moment  when  she 
must  discover  herself  to  her  old  acquaintance  in  Lang- 
dale  or  Elterwater — in  Kendal  or  Keswick — as  Phoebe 
Fenwick.  She  had  arrived,  closely  veiled,  as  "  Mrs.  Wil- 
son," and  she  had  never  yet  left  the  cottage  door. 

Then  again  she  caught  her  breath,  remembering  that 
at  that  very  moment  Carrie  was  learning  her  true  name 
from  Miss  Anna — was  realizing  that  she  had  seen  her 
father  without  knowing  it — was  hearing  the  story  of 
what  her  mother  had  done. 

"Perhaps  she'll  hate  me!"  thought  Phoebe,  miserably. 
Through  the  window  came  the  soft  spring  air.  The  big 
sycamore  opposite  was  nearly  in  full  leaf,  and  in  the  field 
below  sprawled  the  helpless,  new-born  lambs,  so  white 
beside  their  dingy  mother.  The  voice  of  the  river  mur- 
mured through  the  valley,  and  sometimes,  as  the  west 
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wind  blew  stronger,  Phoebe's  fine  and  long-practised  ear 
could  distinguish  other  and  more  distant  sounds,  wafted 
from  the  leaping  water-falls  which  threaded  the  Ghyll, 
perhaps  even  from  the  stream  of  Dungeon  Ghyll  itself, 
thundering  in  its  prison  of  rocks.  It  was  a  characteristic 
Westmoreland  day,  with  high  gray  cloud  and  interlacing 
sun,  the  fells  clear  from  base  to  top,  their  green  or  reddish 
sides  marked  with  white  farms  or  bold  clumps  of  fir; 
with  the  blackness  of  scattered  yews,  landmarks  through 
generations;  or  the  purple-gray  of  the  emerging  lime- 
stone. Fresh,  lonely,  cheerful — a  land  at  once  of  moun- 
tain solitude,  and  of  a  long-settled,  long-humanized  life 
— it  breathed  kindly  on  this  penitent,  anxious  woman; 
it  seemed  to  bid  her  take  courage. 

Ah!  the  sound  of  a  horn  echoing  along  the  fell.  Phoebe 
flew  down  to  the  porch;  then,  remembering  she  might 
be  seen,  perhaps  recognized,  by  the  postman,  she  stepped 
back  into  the  parlor,  listening,  but  out  of  sight. 

The  servant,  who  had  run  down  to  fetch  the  letters, 
seemed  to  be  having  something  of  an  argument  with  the 
postman.  In  a  few  minutes  she  reappeared,  breath- 
less. 

"There's  no  letters,  mum,"  she  said,  seeing  Phoebe  at 
the  parlor  window — "and  I  doan't  think  this  has  owt  to 
do  here."  She  held  up  a  telegram,  doubtfully — yet  with 
an  evident  curiosity  and  excitement  in  her  look.  It  was 
addressed  to  "Mrs.  John  Fenwick."  The  postman  had 
clearly  made  some  remark  upon  it. 

Phoebe  took  it. 

"  It's  all  right.     Tell  him  to  leave  it." 

The  girl,  noticing  her  agitation  and  her  shaking  fingers, 
ran  down  the  hill  again  to  give  the  message.  Phoebe 
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carried  the  telegram  up-stairs  to  her  room,  and  locked 
the  door. 

For  some  moments  she  dared  not  open  it.  If  it  said 
that  he  refused  to  come? — that  he  would  never  see  her 
again?  Phcebe  felt  that  she  should  die  of  grief — that 
life  must  stop. 

At  last  she  tore  it  open. 

"  Sending  messenger  to-day.  Hope  to  follow  immediately. 
Welcome." 

She  gasped  over  the  words,  feeling  them  in  the  first 
instance  as  a  blow — a  repulse.  She  had  feared — but 
also  she  had  hoped — she  scarcely  knew  for  what — yet  at 
least  for  something  more,  something  different  from  this. 

He  was  not  coming,  then,  at  once!  A  messenger! 
What  messenger  could  a  man  send  to  his  wife  in  such  a 
case?  Who  knew  them  both  well  enough  to  dare  to 
come  between  them?  Old  fiercenesses  woke  up  in  her. 
Had  the  word  been  merely  cold  and  unforgiving  it  would 
have  crushed  her  indeed;  but  there  was  that  in  her 
which  would  have  scarcely  dared  complain.  An  eye  for 
an  eye — no  conscience-stricken  creature  but  admits  the 
wild  justice  of  that. 

But  a  "messenger"! — when  she  that  was  lost  is  found, 
when  a  man's  wife  comes  back  to  him  from  the  dead! 
Phcebe  sat  voiceless,  the  telegram  on  her  lap,  a  kind  of 
scorn  trembling  on  her  lip. 

Then  her  eye  caught  the  word  "welcome,"  and  it 
struck  home.  She  began  to  sob,  her  angry  pride  melt- 
ing. And  suddenly  the  door  of  her  room  opened,  and 
there  on  the  threshold  stood  Carrie — Carrie,  who  had 
been  crying,  too — wit'i?  wide,  startled  eyes  and  flushed 
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cheeks.  She  looked  at  her  mother,  then  flew  to  her, 
while  Phoebe  instinctively  covered  the  telegram  with  her 
hand. 

"Oh,  mother!  mother!  —  how  could  you?  And  I 
laughed  at  him — I  did — I  did  !"  she  cried,  wringing  her 
hands.  "And  he  looked  so  tired!  And  on  the  way 
home  Ame'lie  mimicked  him — and  his  voice — and  his 
queer  ways;  and  I  laughed.  Oh,  what  a  beast  I  was! 
Oh,  mother,  and  I  told  you  his  name,  and  you  never — 
never — said  a  word!" 

The  child  flung  herself  on  the  floor,  her  feet  tucked 
under  her,  her  hands  clasped  round  her  knees,  swaying 
backward  and  forward  in  a  tempest  of  excited  feeling, 
hardly  knowing  what  she  said. 

Phcebe  looked  at  her,  bewildered ;  then  she  removed 
her  hand,  and  Carrie  saw  the  telegram.  She  threw  her- 
self on  it,  read  the  address,  gulping,  then  the  words: 

"A  messenger!"  She  understood  that  no  more  than 
her  mother.  It  meant  a  letter,  perhaps  ?  But  she  fas- 
tened on  "immediately" — "welcome." 

And  presently — all  in  a  moment — she  leaped  to  her 
feet,  and  began  to  dance  and  spring  about  the  room. 
And  as  Phcebe  watched  her,  startled  and  open-mouthed, 
wondering  if  this  was  all  the  reproach  that  Carrie  was 
ever  going  to  make  her,  the  flushed  and  joyous  creature 
came  and  flung  her  arms  round  Phoebe's  neck,  so  that 
the  fair  hair  and  the  brown  were  all  in  a  confusion  to- 
gether, and  the  child's  cheek  was  on  her  mother's. 

"Mummy! — and  I  was  only  five,  and  you  weren't  so 
very  old — only  seven  years  older  than  I  am  now — and 
you  thought  father  was  tired  of  you — and  you  went  off 
to  Canada  right  away.  My! — it  was  plucky  of  you — 
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I  will  say  that  for  you.  And  if  you  hadn't  gone,  I  should 
never  have  seen  George.  But — oh,  mummy,  mummy!" 
— this  between  laughing  and  crying — "I  do  guess  you 
were  just  a  little  fool!  I  guess  you  were!" 

Miss  Anna  sat  down-stairs  listening  to  the  murmur 
of  those  hurrying  voices  above  her  in  Phoebe's  room. 
She  was  darning  a  table-cloth,  with  the  Manchester 
paper  beside  her;  and  she  sat  peculiarly  erect,  a  little 
stern  and  pinched,  breathing  protest. 

It  was  extraordinary  how  Carrie  had  taken  it.  These 
were  your  Canadian  ways,  she  supposed.  No  horror  of 
anything — no  shyness.  Looking  a  thing  straight  in  the 
face,  at  a  moment's  notice — with  a  kind  of  humorous 
common-sense — refusing  altogether  to  cry  over  spilled 
milk,  even  such  spilled  milk  as  this — in  a  hurry,  simply, 
to  clear  it  up!  A  mere  metaphorical  refusal  to  cry,  this 
— for,  after  all,  there  had  been  tears.  But  the  immediate 
rebound,  the  determination  to  be  cheerful,  though  the 
heavens  fell,  had  been  so  amazing!  The  child  had  begun 
to  laugh  before  her  tears  were  dry — letting  loose  a  flood 
of  sharp,  shrewd  questions  on  her  companion ;  wondering, 
with  sparkling  looks,  how  "George"  would  take  it;  and 
quite  refusing  to  provide  that  fine-drawn  or  shrinking 
sentiment,  that  "moral  sense,"  in  short,  with  which,  as 
it  seemed  to  the  elder  woman,  half -hours  of  this  quality 
in  life  should  be  decently  accompanied.  Little  heathen! 
Miss  Anna  thought  grimly  of  all  the  precautions  she  had 
taken  to  spare  the  young  lady's  feelings — of  her  own 
emotions — her  sense  of  a  solemn  and  epoch-making  ex- 
perience. She  might  have  saved  her  pains. 

But  at  this  point  the  door  up-stairs  opened,  and  the 
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"little  heathen"  descended  presently  to  the  parlor, 
bringing  the  telegram.  She  came  in  shyly,  and  it  might 
perhaps  have  been  seen  that  she  was  conscious  of  her 
disgrace  with  Miss  Anna.  But  she  said  nothing;  she 
merely  held  out  the  piece  of  pink  paper ;  and  Miss  Anna, 
surprised  out  of  her  own  "moral  sense,"  fell  upon  it, 
hastily  adjusting  her  spectacles  to  a  large  and  character- 
istic nose. 

She  read  it  frowning.  A  messenger!  What  on  earth 
did  they  want  with  such  a  person?  Just  like  John! — 
putting  the  disagreeables  on  other  people.  She  said  to 
herself  that  one  saw  where  the  child's  levity  came 
from. 

"It's  nice  of  father,  isn't  it?"  said  Carrie,  rather  tim- 
idly, touching  the  telegram. 

"He'd  better  have  come  himself,"  said  Miss  Anna, 
sharply. 

"But  he  is  coming!"  cried  Carrie.  "He's  only  send- 
ing a  letter — or  a  present — or  something — to  smooth  the 
way — just  as  George  does  with  me.  Well,  now  then  " — 
she  bent  down  and  brought  her  resolute  little  face  close 
to  Miss  Anna's — "where's  he  to  sleep?" 

Miss  Anna  jumped,  pushed  back  her  chair,  and  said, 
coldly,  "I'll  see  to  that." 

"Because,  if  he's  going  into  my  room,"  said  Carrie, 
thoughtfully,  "  something  '11  have  to  be  done  to  lengthen 
that  bed.  The  pillow  slips  down,  and  even  I  hung  my 
feet  out  last  night.  But,  if  you'll  let  me,  I  could  fix  it 
up — I  could  make  that  room  real  nice." 

Miss  Anna  told  her  to  do  what  she  liked.  "And 
where  '11  you  sleep  to-night,  pray  ?" 

"Oh,  I'll  go  in  to  mother." 
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"There's  a  second  bed  in  my  room,"  said  Miss  Anna, 
stiffly. 

"Ah!  but  that  would  crowd  you  up,"  said  the  girl, 
softly ;  and  off  she  went. 

Presently  there  was  a  commotion  up-stairs — hammer- 
ing, pulling,  pushing. 

Miss  Anna  wondered  what  on  earth  she  was  doing  to 
the  bed. 

Presently,  Phoebe  came  down,  white  and  fluttered 
enough  to  satisfy  the  most  exacting  canons.  Miss  Anna 
tried  not  to  show  that  she  was  dissatisfied  with  the  terms 
of  the  telegram,  and  Phcebe  did  not  complain.  But  her 
despondency  was  very  evident,  and  Miss  Anna  was  ex- 
tremely sorry  for  her.  In  her  restlessness  she  presently 
said  that  she  would  go  out  to  the  Ghyll  and  sit  by  the 
water  a  little.  If  anybody  came,  they  were  to  shout  for 
her.  She  would  only  be  a  stone's -throw  from  the 
house. 

She  went  away  along  the  fell-side,  her  head  drooping 
—so  tall  and  thin,  in  her  plain  dress  of  gray  Carmelite 
and  her  mushroom  hat  trimmed  with  black. 

Miss  Anna  looked  after  her.  She  knew  very  little 
indeed,  as  yet,  of  what  it  was  that  had  really  brought  the 
poor  thing  home.  Her  own  fault,  no  doubt.  Phcebe 
would  have  poured  out  her  soul,  without  reserve,  on 
that  first  night  of  her  return  to  her  old  home.  But  Miss 
Anna  had  entirely  refused  to  allow  it.  "No,  no!"  she 
had  said,  even  putting  her  hand  on  the  wife's  trembling 
lips;  "you  sha'n't  tell  me.  Keep  that  for  John — it's 
his  right.  If  you've  got  a  confession — it  belongs  to 
John  !" 

On  the  other  hand,  of  the  original  crisis — of  the  scene 
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in  Bernard  Street,  the  spoiled  picture,  and  the  letters  of 
Madame  de  Pastourelles — Miss  Anna  had  let  Phoebe  tell 
her  what  she  pleased,  and  in  truth — although  Phoebe 
seemed  to  be  no  longer  of  a  similar  opinion — it  appeared 
to  the  ex-schoolmistress  that  John  had  a  good  deal  to 
explain — John  and  the  French  lady.  If  people  are  not 
married,  and  not  relations,  they  have  no  reasonable 
call  whatever  to  write  each  other  long  and  interest- 
ing letters.  In  spite  of  her  education  and  her  reading, 
Miss  Anna's  standards  in  these  respects  were  the 
small,  Puritanical  standards  of  the  English  country 
town. 

The  gate  leading  to  the  steep  pitch  of  lane  opened  and 
shut.  Miss  Anna  rose  hastily  and  looked  out. 

A  lady  in  black  entered  the  little  garden,  walked 
up  to  the  door,  and  knocked  timidly.  Was  this  the 
"  messenger  "  ?  Miss  Anna  hurried  into  the  little  hall. 

"Is  Mrs.  Fenwick  in?"  asked  a  very  musical  voice. 

"Mrs.  Fenwick  is  sitting  a  little  way  off  on  the  fell," 
said  Miss  Anna,  advancing.  "  But  I  can  call  her  directly. 
What  name,  please?" 

The  lady  took  out  her  card. 

"It's  a  French  name,"  she  said,  with  smiling  apology, 
handing  it  to  Miss  Anna. 

Miss  Anna  glanced  at  it,  and  then  at  the  bearer. 

"Kindly  step  this  way,"  she  said,  pointing  to  the 
parlor,  and  holding  her  gray-capped  head  rather  im- 
pressively high. 

Madame  de  Pastourelles  obeyed  her,  murmuring  that 
she  had  sent  her  carriage  on  to  the  Dungeon  Ghyll  Hotel, 
whence  it  would  return  for  her  in  an  hour. 
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Eugenie  had  made  her  first  speech — her  first  embar- 
rassed explanation.  She  and  Miss  Anna  sat  on  either 
side  of  the  parlor-table,  their  eyes  on  each  other.  Eugenie 
felt  herself  ill  at  ease  under  the  critical  gaze  of  this  hand- 
some, gray-haired  woman,  with  her  broad  shoulders  and 
her  strong  brows.  She  had  left  London  in  hurry  and 
agitation,  and  was,  after  all,  but  very  slenderly  informed 
as  to  the  situation  in  Langdale.  Had  she  inadvertently 
said  something  to  set  this  formidable-looking  person 
against  her  and  her  mission  ? 

On  her  side  Miss  Anna  surveyed  the  delicate  refine- 
ment of  her  visitor:  the  black  dress  so  plain,  yet  so 
faultless;  the  mass  of  brown  hair,  which  even  after  a 
night's  railway  journey  was  still  perfectly  dressed,  no 
doubt  by  the  maid  without  whom  these  fine  ladies  never 
venture  themselves  abroad ;  the  rings  which  sparkled  on 
the  thin  fingers ;  the  single  string  of  pearls,  which  alone 
relieved  the  severity  of  the  black  bodice.  She  noticed 
the  light,  distinguished  figure,  the  beauty  of  the  small 
head,  and  her  hostility  waxed  within  her.  John's  smart 
friend  belonged  to  the  pampered  ones  of  the  earth,  and 
Miss  Anna  did  not  intend  to  be  taken  in  by  her,  not  for 
a  moment. 

"Mr.  Fenwick  has  been  terribly  overworked,"  Eu- 
ge"nie  repeated,  coloring  against  her  will,  "  and  yes- 
terday he  was  quite  broken  down  by  your  letter.  It 
seemed  too  much  for  him.  You  will  understand,  I'm 
sure.  When  a  person  is  so  weak,  they  shrink — don't 
they? — even  from  what  they  most  desire.  And  so  he 
asked  me — to — to  come  and  tell  Mrs.  Fenwick  some- 
thing about  his  health,  and  his  circumstances  these  last 
two  years — just  to  prepare  the  way.  There  is  so  much 
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— isn't  there  ? — Mrs.  Fenwick  cannot  yet  know;  and  I'm 
afraid — it  will  pain  her  to  hear." 

The  speaker's  voice  faltered  and  ceased.  She  felt 
through  every  nerve  that  she  was  in  a  false  position,  and 
wondered  how  she  was  to  mend  it. 

"Do  I  understand  you  that  John  Fenwick  is  coming 
to  see  his  wife  to-night?"  said  Miss  Mason  at  last,  in  a 
voice  of  battle. 

"He  arrives  by  the  afternoon  train,"  said  Eugenie, 
looking  at  her  questioner  with  a  slight  frown  of  per- 
plexity. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  him  ?"  said  Miss  Anna,  dryly. 

Eugenie  hesitated;  then  she  bent  forward,  the  color 
rushing  again  into  her  cheeks. 

"I  think" — her  voice  was  low  and  hurried,  and  she 
looked  round  her  to  see  that  the  door  was  shut  and  they 
were  really  alone — "I  think  it  has  been  an  attack  of 
depression — perhaps — perhaps  melancholia.  He  has  had 
great  misfortunes  and  disappointments.  Unfortunately, 
my  father  and  I  were  abroad,  and  did  not  understand. 
But,  thank  God!" — she  clasped  her  hands  involuntarily 
— "  I  got  home  yesterday — I  went  to  see  him — just  in 
time—" 

She  paused,  looking  at  her  companion  as  though  she 
asked  for  the  understanding  which  would  save  her  fur- 
ther words.  But  Miss  Anna  sat  puzzled  and  cold. 

"Just  in  time?"  she  repeated. 

"I  didn't  understand  at  first,"  said  Eugenie,  with 
emotion ;  "I  only  saw  that  he  was  ill  and  terribly  broken. 
But  he  has  told  me  since — in  a  letter  I  got  just  before  I 
started.  And  I  want  you  to  advise  me — to  tell  me 
whether  you  think  Mrs.  Fenwick  should  know — " 
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"Know  what?"  cried  Miss  Anna. 

Madame  de  Pastourelles  bent  forward  again,  and  said 
a  few  words  under  her  breath. 

Anna  Mason  recoiled. 

"Horrible!"  she  said;  "and — and  so  cowardly!  So 
like  a  man!" 

Eugenie  could  not  help  a  tremulous  smile;  then  she 
resumed : 

"The  picture  had  come — just  come.  It  was  that 
which  saved  him.  Ah,  yes" — the  smile  flashed  out 
again — "  I  had  forgotten!  Of  course  Mrs.  Fenwick  must 
know!  It  was  the  picture — it  was  she  that  saved  him. 
But  your  note,  by  some  strange  accident,  had  escaped 
him.  It  had  fallen  out,  among  some  other  papers  on 
the  floor — and  he  was  nearly  beside  himself  with  disap- 
pointment. I  was  lucky  enough  to  find  it  and  give  it 
him.  But  oh!  it  was  pitiful  to  see  him." 

She  shaded  her  eyes  with  her  hand  a  moment,  waiting 
for  composure.  Miss  Anna  watched  her,  the  strong 
mouth  softening  unconsciously. 

"And  so,  when  he  asked  me  to  come  and  see  his  wife 
first — to  tell  her  about  his  troubles  and  his  break-down — 
I  felt  as  if  I  could  not  refuse — though,  of  course,  I  know" 
— she  looked  up  appealingly — "it  may  well  seem  strange 
and  intrusive  to  Mrs.  Fenwick.  But  perhaps  when  she 
understands  how  we  have  all  been  searching  for  her  these 
many  months — " 

"Searching!"  exclaimed  Miss  Anna.  "Who  has  been 
searching  ?" 

Her  question  arrested  her  companion.  Eugenie  drew 
herself  more  erect,  collecting  her  thoughts. 

"Shall  we  face  the  facts  as  they  are?"  she  said  at  last, 
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quietly.     "I  can  tell  you  very  shortly  how  the  case 
stands." 

Miss  Anna  half  rose,  looked  at  the  door,  sat  down 
again. 

"Mrs.  Fenwick,  you  understand,  may  return  at  any 
time!" 

' '  I  will  be  very  short.  We  must  consult — mustn't  we  ? 
— for  them  both  ?" 

Timidly,  her  eyes  upraised  to  the  vigorous  old  face 
beside  her,  Eugenie  held  out  her  delicate  hand.  With 
a  quick,  impulsive  movement,  wondering  at  herself, 
Miss  Anna  grasped  it. 

A  little  while  later  Miss  Anna  emerged  from  the  parlor. 
She  went  up-stairs  to  find  Carrie. 

Carrie  was  sitting  beside  the  open  door  of  her  room, 
calmly  ripping  up  a  mattress.  The  bed  behind  her  had 
been  substantially  lengthened,  apparently  by  the  help 
of  a  packing-case  in  which  Mrs.  Fenwick  had  brought 
some  of  her  possessions  across  the  Atlantic.  A  piece  of 
white  dimity  had  been  tacked  round  the  packing-case. 

"Carrie,  what  on  earth  are  you  doing?"  cried  Miss 
Anna,  in  dismay. 

"It's  all  right,"  said  Carrie — "I'm  only  making  it 
over.  It's  got  lumpy."  Then  she  laid  down  her  scis- 
sors, flushed,  and  looked  at  Miss  Anna. 

"Who's  that  down-stairs?" 

"  It's  a  lady  who  wants  to  see  your  mother.  Will  you 
go  and  fetch  her?" 

"Father's  'messenger'?"  cried  Carrie,  springing  up, 
and  breathing  quick. 

Miss  Anna  nodded.  "Your  mother  should  be  very 
grateful  to  her,"  she  said,  in  rather  a  shaky  voice. 
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Carrie  put  on  her  hat  in  silence,  and  descended.  The 
door  of  the  parlor  was  open,  and  between  it  and  the 
parlor  window  stood  the  strange  lady,  staring  at  the 
river  and  the  fell  opposite,  apparently  deep  in  thought. 

At  the  sound  of  the  girl's  step  Eugenie  turned. 

"Carrie!"  she  cried,  involuntarily — "you  are  Carrie!" 
And  she  came  forward,  impetuously  holding  out  both 
her  hands.  "How  like  the  picture — how  like!" 

And  Eugenie  gazed  in  delight  at  the  small,  slight 
creature,  so  actively  and  healthily  built,  in  spite  of  her 
fairy  proportions,  at  the  likeness  to  Fenwick  in  hair  and 
skin,  at  the  apple-freshness  of  her  color,  the  beauty  of 
her  eyes,  the  lightness  of  her  pretty  feet. 

Twelve  years! — and  then  to  find  this,  dropped  into 
your  arms  by  the  gods — this  living,  breathing  promise 
of  all  delight!  Deep  in  Eugenie's  heart  there  stirred  the 
pang  of  her  own  pitiful  motherhood,  of  the  child  who  had 
just  flickered  into  life,  and  out  of  it,  through  one  sum- 
mer's day. 

She  shyly  put  her  arm  round  the  girl. 

"May  I,"  she  said,  timidly — "may  I  kiss  you?" 

Carrie,  with  down-dropped  eyes,  a  little  grave,  sub- 
mitted. 

"I  am  going  to  tell  my  mother.  Father  sent  you, 
didn't  he?" 

Eugenie  said  "Yes"  gently,  and  released  her.  The 
child  ran  off. 

Phoebe  came  slowly  into  the  room,  with  an  uncertain 
gait,  touching  the  door  and  the  walls  like  one  groping  her 
way. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Fenwick!" 
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It  was  a  little  cry  from  Euge'nie — deprecating,  full  of 
pain.  Phoebe  took  no  notice  of  it.  She  went  straight 
to  her  visitor. 

"Where  is  my  husband,  please?"  she  said,  in  a  strong, 
hoarse  voice,  mechanically  holding  out  her  hand,  which 
Eugenie  touched  and  then  let  drop,  so  full  of  rugged, 
passionate  things  were  the  face  and  form  she  looked  at. 

"He's  coming  by  the  afternoon  train."  Euge'nie 
threw  all  her  will  into  calmness  and  clearness.  "He 
gets  to  Windermere  before  five — and  he  thought  he 
might  be  here  a  little  after  six.  He  was  so  ill  yesterday 
— when  I  found  him — when  I  went  to  see  him!  That's 
what  he  wanted  me  to  tell  you  before  you  saw  him 
again — and  so  I  came  first — by  the  night  train." 

"You  went  to  see  him — yesterday?"  said  Phoebe,  still 
in  the  same  tense  way.  She  had  never  asked  her  guest 
to  sit,  and  she  stood  herself,  one  hand  leaning  heavily  on 
the  table. 

"I  had  heard  from  the  lawyers — the  lawyers  my 
father  had  recommended  to  Mr.  Fenwick — that  they 
had  found  a  clew — they  had  discovered  some  traces  of 
you  in  Canada — and  I  went  to  tell  him." 

"  Lawyers  ?"  Phoebe  raised  her  left  hand  in  bewilder- 
ment. "I  don't  understand." 

Euge'nie  came  a  little  nearer.  Hurriedly,  with  chang- 
ing color,  she  gave  an  account  of  the  researches  of  the 
lawyers  during  the  preceding  seven  months — interrupted 
in  the  middle  by  Phcebe. 

"  But  why  was  John  looking  for  us,  after — after  all  this 
time?"  she  said,  in  a  fainter,  weaker  voice,  dropping  at 
the  same  time  into  a  chair. 

Euge'nie  hesitated;    then  said,  firmly,   "Because  he 
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wished  to  find  you,  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world. 
And  my  father  and  I  helped  him  all  we  could — " 

"But  you  didn't  know?" — Phoebe  caught  piteously  at 
her  dress — "you  didn't  know—?" 

"That  Mr.  Fenwick  was  married?  No — never! — till 
last  autumn.  That  was  his  wrong-doing,  towards  all 
his  old  friends." 

Phoebe  looked  at  the  dignity  and  pureness  of  the  face 
before  her,  and  shrank  a  little.  "And  how  was  it  found 
out?"  she  breathed,  turning  away. 

"There  was  a  Miss  Morrison — " 

"Bella  Morrison!"  cried  Phoebe,  suddenly,  clasping 
her  hands — "Bella!  Of  course,  she  did  it  to  disgrace 
him." 

"We  never  knew  what  her  motive  was.  But  she  told 
— an  old  friend — who  told  us." 

"And  then — what  did  John  say?"  The  wife's  hands 
shook — her  eyes  were  greedy  for  an  answer. 

"Oh!  it  was  all  miserable!"  said  Eugenie,  with  a 
gesture  of  emotion.  "It  made  my  father  very  angry, 
and  we  could  not  be  friends  any  more — as  we  had  been. 
And  Mr.  Fenwick  had  a  wretched  winter.  He  was  ill — 
and  his  painting  seemed  to  go  wrong — and  he  was  terri- 
bly in  need  of  money — and  then  came  that  day  at  the 
theatre — " 

"  I  know,"  whispered  Phoebe,  hanging  on  the  speaker's 
lips — "when  he  saw  Carrie?" 

"  It  nearly  killed  him,"  said  Eugenie,  gently.  "  It  was 
like  a  light  kindled,  and  then  blown  out." 

Phoebe  leaned  her  head  against  the  table  before  her, 
and  began  to  sob — "  If  I'd  never  let  her  go  up  that  day! 
When  we  first  landed  I  didn't  know  what  to  do — I 
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couldn't  make  up  my  mind.  We'd  taken  lodgings  down 
at  Guildford— near  some  acquaintances  we'd  made  in 
Canada.  And  the  girl  was  a  great  friend  of  Carrie's — 
we  used  to  stay  with  them  sometimes  in  Montreal. 
She  had  acted  a  little  at  Halifax  and  Montreal  —  and 
she  wanted  an  opening  in  London  —  and  somebody 
told  her  to  apply  at  that  theatre — I  forgot  its  name." 

"Halifax!"  cried  Eugenie — "Halifax,  Nova  Scotia? 
Oh,  now  I  understand!  We  have  searched  England 
through.  The  stage-manager  said  one  of  the  young 
ladies  mentioned  Halifax.  Nobody  ever  thought — " 

She  paused.  Phoebe  said  nothing ;  she  was  grappling 
with  some  of  the  new  ideas  presented  to  her. 

"And  this  was  his  second  search,  you  know,"  said 
Eugenie,  laying  a  hand  timidly  on  Phoebe's  shoulder. 
"He  had  done  all  he  could — when  you  left  him.  But 
when  he  lost  sight  of  Carrie  again — and  so  of  you  both — 
it  wore  his  heart  out.  I  can  see  it  did.  He  is  a  broken 
man."  Her  voice  trembled.  "Oh,  you  will  have  to 
nurse — to  comfort  him.  He  has  been  in  despair  about 
his  art — in  despair  about  everything.  He — " 

But  she  checked  herself.  The  rest  was  for  him  to 
tell. 

"For  a  long  time  he  seemed  so — so — successful,"  said 
Phoebe,  plucking  at  the  table-cloth,  trying  to  compose 
voice  and  features. 

"Yes — but  it  didn't  last.  He  seemed  to  get  angry 
with  himself — and  everybody  else.  He  quarrelled  with 
the  Academy — and  his  work  didn't  improve — it  went 
back.  But  then — when  one's  unhappy — " 

Her  smile  and  the  pressure  of  her  hand  said  the  rest. 

"  He'll  never  forgive  me!"  said  Phoebe,  her  voice  thick 
333 


Fentoick's    Career 

and  shaking.     "  It  can  never  be  the  same  again.     I  was 
a  fool  to  come  home." 

Eugenie  withdrew  her  hand.  Unconsciously,  a  touch 
of  sternness  showed  itself  in  her  bearing,  her  pale 
features. 

"No,  no!" — she  said,  with  energy.  "You  will  com- 
fort him,  Mrs.  Fenwick — you  will  give  him  heart  and 
hope  again.  It  was  a  cruel  thing — forgive  me  if  I  say 
it  once! — it  was  a  cruel  thing  to  leave  him!  A  man  like 
that — with  his  weaknesses  and  his  temperament — which 
are  part  of  his  gift  really — its  penalty — wants  his  wife  at 
every  turn — the  woman  who  loves  him — who  under- 
stands. But  to  desert  him  for  a  suspicion! — a  dream! 
Oh!  Mrs.  Fenwick,  there  are  those  who — who  are  really 
starved — really  forsaken — really  trampled  under  foot — 
by  those  they  love!" 

Her  voice  broke.  She  stood  gazing  straight  before 
her,  quivering  with  the  passion  of  recollection.  Phcebe 
looked  up — awed — remembering  what  John  had  said,  so 
long  ago,  of  the  unhappy  marriage,  the  faithless  and  cruel 
husband.  But  Eugenie's  hand  touched  her  again. 

"And  I  know  that  you  thought — 7 — had  made  Mr. 
Fenwick — forget  you.  That  was  so  strange!  At  that 
time — and  for  many  years  afterwards — my  husband  was 
still  alive.  If  he  had  sent  me  a  word — any  day — any 
hour — I  would  have  gone  to  him — to  the  ends  of  the 
world.  I  don't  mean — I  don't  pretend — that  my  feeling 
for  him  remained  unchanged.  But  my  pride  was — my 
duty  was — that  he  should  never  find  me  lacking.  And 
last  year — he  turned  to  me — I  was  able  to  help  him — 
through  his  death.  I  had  been  his  true  wife — and  he 
knew  it." 
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She  spoke  quietly,  brushing  the  tears  from  her  eyes. 
But  with  the  last  words,  her  voice  wavered  a  little. 
Phoebe  had  bowed  her  head  upon  the  hand  which  held 
hers,  and  there  was  no  spectator  of  the  feeling  in  Euge"- 
nie's  face.  Was  her  pure  conscience  tormented  with  the 
thought  that  she  had  not  told  all,  and  could  never  tell  it  ? 
Her  innocent  tempting  of  Fenwick — as  an  act,  partly,  of 
piteous  self-defence  against  impulses  of  quite  another 
quality  and  power — this  must  remain  her  secret  to  the 
end.  Sad  evasions,  which  life  forces  upon  even  the 
noblest  worshippers  of  truth! 

After  a  minute  she  stooped  and  kissed  Phoebe's  golden 
hair. 

"  I  was  so  glad  to  help  Mr.  Fenwick — he  interested  me 
so.  If  I  had  only  known  of  you — and  the  child — why, 
how  happy  we  might  all  have  been!" 

She  withdrew  her  hand,  and  walked  away  to  the 
window,  trying  to  calm  herself.  Phcebe  rose  and  fol- 
lowed her. 

"Do  you  know?" — she  said,  piteously — "can't  you 
tell  me? — will  John  take  me  back?" 

Eugenie  paused  just  a  moment;  then  said,  steadily, 
"  He  is  coming  here,  because  you  are  his  wife — because 
he  is  faithful  to  you — because  he  wants  you.  Don't 
agitate  him  too  much !  He  wants  resting  and  healing. 
And  so  do  you!"  She  took  Phoebe's  hands  again  in  hers. 
"And  how  do  you  think  anybody  is  to  deny  you  any- 
thing, when  you  bring  such  a  gift  as  that?" 

Carrie  and  Miss  Mason  were  entering  the  little  gar- 
den. Eugenie's  smile,  as  she  motioned  to  wards  the  girl, 
seemed  to  reflect  the  May  sunshine  and  Carrie's  young 
charm. 
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But  after  Madame  de  Pastourelles  was  gone,  a  cloud 
of  nervous  dread  fell  upon  the  little  cottage  and  its 
inmates.  Phcebe  wandered  restlessly  about  the  garden, 
waiting — and  listening — hour  after  hour. 

The  May  evening  drew  towards  sunset.  Flame  de- 
scended on  the  valley,  striking  athwart  the  opening 
which  leads  to  its  farthest  recess,  superbly  guarded  by 
the  crags  of  Bowfell,  and  turning  all  the  mountain-side 
above  the  cottage,  still  dyed  with  the  fern  of  "yester- 
year," to  scarlet.  A  fresh  breeze  blew  through  the  syca- 
more leaves,  bringing  with  it  the  cool  scents  of  rain- 
washed  grass.  All  was  hushed — richly  hued — expectant 
— like  some  pageant  waiting  for  its  king. 

Alas — poor  king!  In  the  full  glory  of  the  evening 
light,  a  man  alighted  from  a  wagonette  at  the  foot  of 
the  cottage  hill,  and  dragged  his  weary  limbs  up  the 
steep  ground.  He  opened  the  gate,  looking  round  him 
slowly  to  right  and  left. 

Then,  in  the  porch,  Fenwick  saw  his  wife.  He  walked 
up  to  her,  and  gripped  her  wrists.  She  fell  back  with  a 
stifled  cry;  and  they  stood  there — speechless  and  mo- 
tionless— looking  into  each  other's  eyes. 


XIV 

T^HCEBE  first  withdrew  herself.  In  that  first  mo- 
1  ment  of  contact,  Fenwick's  changed  aspect  had 
pierced  her  to  the  heart.  But  the  shock  itself  brought 
self-control. 

"Come  in,"  she  said,  mechanically;  "Miss  Anna's 
gone  out." 

"  Where's  Carrie  ?"  He  followed  her  in,  glancing  from 
side  to  side. 

"She — she'll  be  here  directly."  Phoebe's  voice  stum- 
bled over  the  words. 

Fenwick  understood  that  the  child  and  Anna  Mason 
were  leaving  them  to  themselves,  out  of  delicacy;  and 
his  exhaustion  of  mind  and  body  recoiled  impatiently 
from  the  prospect  of  a  "scene,"  with  which  he  felt  him- 
self wholly  unable  to  cope.  He  had  been  sorely  tempted 
to  stay  at  Windermere,  and  telegraph  that  he  was  too  ill 
to  come  that  day.  Such  a  course  would  at  least  have 
given  him  the  night's  respite.  But  a  medley  of  feel- 
ings had  prevailed  over  the  impulse ;  and  here  he 
was. 

They  entered  the  little  parlor,  and  he  looked  round 
him  in  amazement,  muttering,  "Why,  it  looks  just  as  it 
did — not  a  thing  changed." 

Phcebe  closed  the  door,  and  then  turned  to  him,  trem- 
bling. 
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"Won't  you — won't  you  say  you're  glad  to  see  me, 
John?" 

He  looked  at  her  fixedly,  then  threw  himself  down 
beside  the  table,  and  rested  his  head  on  his  hands. 

"It's  no  good  to  suppose  we  can  undo  these  twelve 
years,"  he  said,  roughly;  "it's  no  good  whatever  tc  sup- 
pose that." 

"No,"  said  Phoebe— " I  know." 

She  too  sat  down  on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  deadly 
pale,  not  knowing  what  to  say  or  do.  Suddenly  he  raised 
his  head  and  looked  at  her,  with  his  searching  painter's 
eyes. 

"My  God!"  he  said,  under  his  breath.  "We  are 
changed,  both  of  us — aren't  we?" 

She  too  studied  the  face  before  her — the  gray  hair, 
the  red-rimmed  eyes,  of  which  the  lids  fluttered  perpetu- 
ally, shrinking  from  the  light,  the  sombre  mouth;  and 
slowly  a  look  of  still  more  complete  dismay  overspread 
her  own;  reflected,  as  it  were,  from  that  half -savage  dis- 
couragement and  weariness  which  spoke  from  the  drawn 
features,  the  neglected  dress,  and  slouching  figure,  and 
seemed  to  make  of  the  whole  man  one  sore,  wincing  at  a 
touch.  Her  heart  sank — and  sank. 

"  Can't  we  begin  again  ?"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  while 
the  tears  rose  in  her  eyes.  "  I'm  sorry  for  what  I 
did." 

"How  does  that  help  it?"  he  said,  irritably.  "I'm  a 
ruined  man.  I  can't  paint  any  more — or,  at  any  rate,  the 
world  doesn't  care  a  ha'p'orth  what  I  paint.  I  should  be 
a  bankrupt — but  for  Madame  de  Pastourelles — " 

"John!"  cried  Phcebe,  bending  forward — "I've  got  a 
little  money — I  saved  it — and  there  are  some  shares  a 
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friend  advised  me  to  buy,  that  are  worth  a  lot  more  than 
I  gave  for  them.  I've  got  eight  hundred  pounds — and 
it's  all  yours,  John — it's  all  yours." 

She  stretched  out  her  hands  in  a  yearning  anguish, 
and  touched  his. 

"What  friend  ?"  he  said,  with  a  quick,  suspicious  move- 
ment, taking  no  notice  of  her  statement;  "and  where 
have  you  been — all  these  years?" 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her  sharply. 

"I've  been  in  Canada — on  a  farm — near  Montreal." 

She  held  herself  erect,  speaking  slowly  and  carefully, 
as  though  a  moment  had  arrived  for  which  she  had  long 
prepared;  through  rebellion,  and  through  yielding;  now 
in  defiance,  and  now  in  fear:  the  moment  when  she 
should  tell  John  the  story  of  her  flight.  Her  manner, 
indeed — for  one  who  could  have  understood  it — proved 
a  curious  thing;  that  never,  throughout  their  separation, 
had  she  ceased  to  believe  that  she  should  see  her  husband 
again.  There  had  been  no  finality  in  her  action.  In  her 
eyes  the  play  had  been  always  going  on,  the  curtain 
always  up. 

"You  know  I  told  you  about  Freddie — Freddie  Tol- 
son's — coming  to  see  me — that  night  ?  Well,  it  was  the 
things  he  said  about  Canada  made  me  do  it.  Of  course 
I  didn't  want  to  go  where  he  was  going.  But  he  said 
that  one  could  get  to  Canada  for  a  few  pounds,  and  it 
took  about  nine  days.  And  it  was  a  fine  place,  and 
any  one  could  find  work.  He'd  thought  of  it,  he  said, 
but  as  he  had  friends  in  Australia,  he  was  going  there. 
And  so,  when  he'd  left  the  cottage,  I  thought — if,  when 
I  came  up  to  town — I — I  did  find  what  I  expected — I'd 
take  Carrie — and  go  to  Canada." 
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Fenwick  rose,  and,  thrusting  his  hands  into  his  pockets, 
began  to  walk  up  and  down  excitedly. 

"And  of  course — as  you  expected  it — you  found  it," 
he  said,  bitterly.  "Who  could  ever  have  conceived  that 
a  woman  could  act  in  such  a  way!  Why,  I  had  been 
kissing  your  photograph  the  minute  before!  Lord  Fin- 
don  had  been  there,  to  tell  me  my  pictures  were  in  the 
Academy  all  right,  and  he'd  given  me  five  hundred 
pounds  for  them — and  the  check  " — he  stopped  in  front 
of  her,  rapping  the  table  with  his  finger  for  emphasis 
—  "the  check  was  actually  in  the  drawer! — under 
your  hand  —  where  I'd  left  it.  It  was  too  late  to 
catch  the  North  post  for  a  letter  to  you,  so  I  went  out 
to  tell  one  or  two  people,  and  on  the  way  I  bought 
some  things  for  you  at  a  shop — prettinesses  that  I'd 
never  been  able  to  give  you.  Why,  I  thought  of  noth- 
ing but  you." 

His  voice  had  risen  to  a  cry.  He  stooped,  bending 
over  the  table,  his  haggard  face  close  to  hers. 

She  recoiled,  and  burst  into  a  wild  sob: 

"John,  I— I  couldn't  know!" 

"Well,  go  on,"  he  said,  abruptly,  raising  himself — "go 
on.  You  found  that  picture  in  my  room — I'll  tell  you 
about  that  presently — and  you  wrote  me  the  letter. 
Well,  then  you  went  back  to  Euston,  and  you  sent 
Daisy  away.  After  that?" 

His  stern,  sharp  tone,  which  was  really  the  result  of  a 
nerve  tension  hardly  to  be  borne,  scared  her.  It  was 
with  painful  difficulty  that  she  collected  her  forces 
enough  to  meet  his  gaze  and  to  reply. 

"I  took  Carrie  to  Liverpool.  We  had  to  wait  three 
days  there.  Then  we  got  on  a  steamer  for  Quebec.  The 
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voyage  was  dreadful.  Carrie  was  ill,  and  I  was  so — so 
miserable!  We  stopped  at  Quebec  a  little.  But  I  felt 
so  strange  there,  with  all  the  people  speaking  French — 
so  we  went  on  to  Montreal.  And  the  Government  peo- 
ple there  who  look  after  the  emigrants  found  me  a  place. 
I  got  work  in  a  hotel — a  sort  of  housekeeper.  I  looked 
after  the  linen,  and  the  servants,  and  after  a  bit  I  learned 
how  to  keep  the  accounts.  They  paid  me  eight  dollars 
a  week,  and  Carrie  and  I  had  a  room  at  the  top  of  the 
hotel.  It  was  awfully  hard  work.  I  was  so  dead  tired 
at  night,  sometimes,  I  couldn't  undress.  I  would  sit 
down  on  the  side  of  my  bed  to  rest  my  feet;  and  then 
the  next  thing  I'd  know  would  be  waking  in  the  morning, 
just  as  I  was,  in  my  clothes.  But  so  long  as  I  slept,  it 
was  all  right.  It  was  lying  awake — that  killed  me!" 

The  trembling  of  her  lips  checked  her,  and  she  began 
to  play  nervously  with  the  fringe  of  the  table-cloth,  try- 
ing to  force  back  emotion.  He  had  again  seated  himself 
opposite  to  her,  and  was  observing  her  with  a  half -frown- 
ing attention,  as  of  one  in  whom  the  brain  action  is  physi- 
cally difficult.  He  led  her  on,  however,  with  questions, 
seeing  how  much  she  needed  the  help  of  them.  From 
Montreal,  it  appeared,  she  had  gone  to  a  fruit-farm  in 
the  Hamilton  district,  Ontario,  as  housekeeper  to  a 
widower  with  a  family  of  children  varying  in  age  from 
five  to  sixteen.  She  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  this 
man — a  decent,  rough,  good-tempered  fellow,  Canadian- 
born — through  the  hotel.  He  had  noticed  her  powers 
of  management,  and  her  overwork ;  and  had  offered  her 
equal  pay,  an  easier  task,  and  country  air,  instead  of 
the  rush  of  Montreal. 

"  I  accepted  for  Carrie's  sake.  It  was  an  apple-farm, 
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running  down  to  Lake  Ontario.  I  had  to  look  after  the 
house  and  the  children — and  to  cook — and  wash — and 
bake — and  turn  one's  hand  to  anything.  It  wasn't  too 
hard — and  Carrie  went  to  school  with  the  others — and 
used  to  run  about  the  farm.  Mr.  Crosson  was  very  kind. 
His  old  mother  was  living  there — or  I — wouldn't  have 
gone" — she  flushed  deeply — "but  she  was  very  infirm, 
and  couldn't  do  anything.  I  took  in  two  English  papers 
— and  used  to  get  along  somehow.  Once  I  was  ill,  with 
congestion  of  the  lungs,  and  once  I  went  to  Niagara, 
with  some  people  who  lived  near.  And  I  can  hardly 
remember  anything  else  happening.  It  was  all  just  the 
same — day  after  day — I  just  seemed  to  be  half  alive." 

"  Ah !  you  felt  that  ?"  he  said,  eagerly — "you  felt  that  ? 
There's  a  stuff  they  call  curare.  You  can't  move — 
you're  paralyzed — but  you  feel  horrible  pain.  That's 
what  I  used  to  feel  like — for  months  and  months.  And 
then  sometimes — it  was  different — as  if  I  didn't  care 
twopence  about  anything,  except  a  little  bit  of  pleasure 
— and  should  never  vex  myself  about  anything  again. 
One  was  dead,  and  it  didn't  matter — was  rather  pleasant 
indeed." 

She  was  silent.  Her  seeking,  pitiful  eyes  were  on  him 
perpetually,  trying  to  make  him  out,  to  acquaint  herself 
with  this  new  personality,  which  spoke  in  these  harsh 
staccato  phrases — to  reconcile  it  with  the  excitable, 
sanguine,  self-confident  man  whom  she  had  deserted  in 
his  youth. 

"Well,"  he  resumed,  "and  what  was  your  farmer 
like  ?"  Then,  suddenly — lifting  his  eyes — "  Did  he  make 
love  to  you?" 

She  colored  hotly,  and  threw  back  her  head. 
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"And  if  he  did,  it  was  no  one's  fault! — neither  his  nor 
mine.  He  wasn't  a  bad  fellow! — and  he  wanted  some 
one  to  look  after  his  children." 

"Naturally.  Quite  content  also  to  look  after  mine!" 
said  Fenwick,  with  a  laugh  which  startled  her — resuming 
his  agitated  walk,  a  curious  expression  of  satisfaction, 
triumph  even,  on  his  dark  face.  "  So  you  found  yourself 
in  a  false  position  ?" 

He  stopped  to  look  at  her,  and  his  smile  hurt  her 
sorely.  But  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  a  long  pa- 
tience, and  she  struggled  on. 

"It  was  partly  that  made  me  come  home — that,  and 
other  things." 

"What  other  things?" 

"Things — I  saw — in  some  of  the  papers  about  you," 
she  said,  with  difficulty. 

"What — that  I  was  a  flat  failure?  —  a  quarrelsome 
ass,  and  that  kind  of  thing  ?  You  began  to  pity 
me?" 

"  Oh,  John,  don't  talk  to  me  like  that ?"  She  held  out 
her  hands  to  him  in  appealing  misery.  "I  was  sorry,  I 
tell  you! — I  saw  how  I'd  behaved  to  you.  I  thought  if 
you  hadn't  been  getting  on,  perhaps  it  was  my  fault. 
It  upset  me  altogether!" 

But  he  didn't  relent.  He  stood  still — fiercely  inter- 
rogative— his  hands  in  his  pockets,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  table. 

"And  what  else  was  there?" 

Phcebe  choked  back  her  tears. 

"There  was  a  woman — who  came  to  live  near  us — 
who  had  been  a  maid" —  She  hesitated. 

"Please  go  on!" 
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"Maid  to  Madame  de  Pastourelles " — she  said,  hastily, 
stumbling  over  the  French  name. 

He  exclaimed: 

"In  Ontario!" 

"She  married  a  man  she  had  been  engaged  to  for 
years;  he'd  been  making  a  home  for  her  out  there.  I 
liked  her  directly  I  saw  her;  and  she  was  too  delicate 
for  the  life;  she  came  in  the  fall,  and  the  winter  tried 
her  dreadfully.  I  used  to  go  in  to  nurse  her — she  was 
very  much  alone — and  she  told  me  all  about  herself — 
and  about — " 

"Madame?" 

Phoebe  nodded,  her  eyes  swimming  again  in  tears. 

"And  you  found  out  you'd  been  mistaken?" 

She  nodded  again. 

"You  see — she  talked  about  her  to  me  a  great  deal. 
Of  course  I — I  never  said  anything.  She'd  been  with 
her  fifteen  years — and  she  just  worshipped  her.  And 
she  told  me  about  her  bad  husband — how  she'd  nursed 
him,  and  that — and  how  he  died  last  year!" 

A  wild  color  leaped  into  Fenwick's  cheeks. 

"  And  you  began  to  think — there  might  be  a  false  posi- 
tion— there  too — between  her  and  me  ?" 

His  cruel,  broken  words  stung  her  intolerably.  She 
sprang  up,  looking  at  him  fiercely  "And  if  I  did,  it 
wasn't  all  selfishness.  Can't  you  understand,  I  might 
have  been  afraid  for  her — and  you — as  well  as  for  my- 
self?" 

He  moved  again  to  the  window,  and  stood  with  head 
bent,  twisting  his  lip  painfully. 

"And  to-day  you've  seen  her?"  he  said,  still  looking 
out. 
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"Yes — she  was  very,  very  kind,"  said  Phoebe,  humbly. 

He  paused  a  moment,  then  broke  out — "  And  now  you 
see — what  you  did! — what  a  horrible  thing! — for  the 
most  ridiculous  reasons!  But  after  you'd  left  me — in 
that  way — you  couldn't  expect  me  to  give  her  up — her 
friendship — all  I  had.  For  nine  or  ten  years,  if  I  pros- 
pered at  all,  I  tell  you  it  was  her  doing — because  she 
upheld  me — because  she  inspired  me — because  her  mere 
existence  shamed  me  out  of  doing — well,  what  I  could 
never  have  resisted,  but  for  her.  If  I  ever  did  good 
work,  it  was  her  doing — if  I  have  been  faithful  to  you, 
in  spite  of  everything,  it  was  her  doing  too!" 

He  sank  %down  upon  the  window-seat — his  face  work- 
ing. And  suddenly  Phoebe  was  at  his  knees. 

"Oh,  John — John — forgive  me! — do,  John! — try  and 
forgive  me!"  She  caught  his  hands  in  hers,  kissing 
them,  bathing  them  with  her  tears.  "John,  we  can  be- 
gin again! — we're  not  so  old.  You'll  have  a  long  rest — 
and  I'll  work  for  you  night  and  day.  We'll  go  abroad 
with  some  of  my  money.  Don't  you  know  how  you 
always  said,  if  you  could  study  abroad  a  bit,  what  good 
it  'd  do  you  ?  We'll  go,  won't  we  ?  And  you'll  paint  as 
well  as  ever — you'll  get  everything  back.  Oh,  John! 
don't  hate  me! — don't  hate  me!  I've  loved  you  always 
— always — even  when  I  was  so  mad  and  cruel  to  you. 
Every  night  in  Canada,  I  used  to  long  for  it  to  be  morn- 
ing— and  then  in  the  morning  I  longed  for  it  to  be  night. 
Nothing  was  any  good  to  me,  or  any  pleasure — without 
you.  But  at  first,  I  was  just  in  despair — I  thought  I'd 
lost  you  forever — I  could  never,  never  come  back.  And 
then  afterwards — when  I  wanted  to  come  back — when  I 
knew  I'd  been  wicked — I  didn't  know  how  to  do  it — how 
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to  face  it.     I  was  frightened — frightened  of  what  you'd 
say  to  me — how  you'd  look!" 

She  paused,  her  arms  flung  round  him,  her  tear- 
stained  face  upraised.  In  her  despair,  and  utter  sincer- 
ity, she  was  once  more  beautiful — with  a  tragic  beauty 
of  character  and  expression,  not  lost  for  one  moment 
upon  the  man  beside  her. 

He  laid  his  right  hand  on  her  head  amid  the  masses  of 
her  fair  hair,  and  held  it  there,  forcing  her  head  back  a 
little,  studying  her  in  a  bitter  passion — the  upper  lip 
drawn  back  a  little  over  the  teeth,  which  held  and  tor- 
mented the  lower. 

"Twelve  years!"  he  said,  slowly,  after  a  minute,  his 
eyes  plunging  into  hers — "twelve  years!  What  do  you 
know  of  me  now? — or  I  of  you?  I  should  offend  you 
twenty  times  a  day.  And — perhaps — it  might  be  the 
same  with  me." 

Phoebe  released  herself,  and  laid  her  head  against  his 
knee. 

"John! — take  me  back — take  me  back!" 

"  Why  did  you  torture  me  ?"  he  said,  hoarsely.  "  You 
sent  me  Carrie  six  weeks  ago — and  then  swept  her  away 
again." 

She  cried  out.  "It  was  the  merest  accident!"  And 
volubly — abjectly — she  explained.  He  listened  to  her, 
but  without  seeming  to  understand — his  own  mind  work- 
ing irrelevantly  all  the  time.  And  presently  he  inter- 
rupted her. 

"Besides — I'm  unhinged — I'm  not  fit  to  have  women 
dependent  on  me.  I  can't  answer  for  myself.  Yester- 
day— if  that  picture  had  come  at  eight  o'clock  instead 
of  seven — it  would  have  been  too  late!" 

346 


Fentoiek's    Career 

His  voice  altered  strangely.  Phoebe  fell  back  upon 
the  floor,  huddled  together — staring  at  him. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  should  have  destroyed  myself.  That's  what  I 
mean.  I  had  made  up  my  mind.  It  was  just  touch 
and  go." 

Phcebe  sat  speechless.  It  seemed  as  though  her  eyes 
— so  wide  and  terrified — were  fixed  in  their  places,  and 
could  not  release  him.  He  moved  impatiently ;  the  ap- 
peal, the  horror  of  them,  were  more  than  he  could  bear. 

"And  much  better  for  you  if  I  had! — and  as  for  Carrie! 
— Ah! — good  Heavens!  there  she  is." 

He  sprang  up  in  agitation,  looking  through  the  open 
window,  yet  withdrawing  from  it.  Phcebe  too  rose,  the 
color  rushing  back  into  her  cheeks.  This  was  to  be  her 
critical,  her  crucial  moment.  If  she  recovered  him,  she 
was  to  owe  it  to  her  child. 

Carrie  and  Miss  Mason  came  along  the  path  together. 
They  had  been  in  a  wood  beside  the  Elterwater  road; 
not  knowing  how  to  talk  to  each  other;  wandering  apart, 
and  gathering  flowers  idly,  to  pass  the  time.  Carrie  held 
a  large  bunch  of  bluebells  in  her  hand.  She  wore  a 
cotton  dress  of  grayish-blue,  just  such  a  dress  as  Phcebe 
might  have  worn  in  her  first  youth.  The  skirt  was  short, 
and  showed  her  tripping  feet.  Under  her  shady  hat 
with  its  pink  rose,  her  eyes  glanced  timidly  towards  the 
house,  and  then  withdrew  themselves  again.  Fenwick 
saw  that  the  eyes  were  in  truth  darker  than  Phcebe's, 
and  the  hair  much  darker — no  golden  mist  like  her 
mother's,  but  nearer  to  his  own — a  warm  brown,  curly 
and  vigorous.  Her  face  was  round  and  rosy,  but  so 
delicately  cut  and  balanced,  it  affected  him  with  a  thrill 
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of  delight.  He  perceived  also  that  she  was  very  small — 
smaller  than  he  had  thought,  in  the  theatre.  But  at  the 
same  time,  her  light  proportions  had  in  them  no  hint  of 
weakness  or  fragility.  If  she  were  a  fairy,  she  was  no 
twilight  spirit,  but  rather  a  cheerful  dawn-fairy — one  of 
those  happy  household  sprites  that  help  the  work  of 
man. 

He  went  and  opened  the  door  for  them,  trembling. 

Carrie  saw  him  there — paused — and  then  walked  on 
quickly — ahead  of  Miss  Mason. 

"Father!"  she  said,  gravely,  and  looking  at  him,  she 
held  out  her  hand. 

He  took  it,  and  then,  drawing  her  to  him,  he  kissed 
her  hurriedly.  Carrie's  cheeks  grew  very  red,  and  her 
eyes  moist,  for  a  moment.  But  she  had  long  since  de- 
termined not  to  cry — because  poor  mummy  would  be 
sure  to. 

"I  guess  you'll  be  wanting  your  tea,"  she  said,  shyly, 
looking  from  him  to  her  mother — "I'll  go  and  see  to  it." 

Miss  Anna  came  up  behind,  concealing  as  best  she 
could  the  impression  made  upon  her  by  the  husband 
and  wife  as  they  stood  in  the  porch,  under  the  full  western 
light.  Alack!  here  was  no  happy  meeting! — and  it  was 
no  good  pretending. 

Fenwick  greeted  her  with  little  or  no  demonstration 
of  any  sort,  though  he  and  she,  also,  had  never  met  since 
the  year  of  Phoebe's  flight.  His  sunken  eyes  indeed  re- 
garded her  with  a  look  that  seemed  to  hold  her  at  bay — 
a  strange  look  full  of  bitterness.  She  understood  it  to 
mean  that  he  was  not  there  to  lend  himself  to  any  sham 
sentimental  business ;  and  that  physically  he  was  ill,  and 
could  stand  no  strain,  whatever  women  might  wish. 
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After  a  few  questions  about  his  journey,  Miss  Anna 
quietly  begged  him  to  come  in  and  rest.  He  hesitated 
a  moment,  then  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  followed 
her  to  the  parlor ;  while  Phcebe,  with  Carrie's  arm  round 
her,  went  falteringly  up-stairs. 

Miss  Anna  made  no  scene  and  asked  for  no  informa- 
tion. She  and  Carrie  bustled  to  and  fro,  preparing 
supper.  Fenwick  at  his  own  request  remained  alone  in 
the  parlor.  But  when  supper-time  came,  it  was  evident 
that  he  was  too  feeble  to  face  an  ordinary  meal.  He  lay 
back  in  Miss  Anna's  arm-chair  with  closed  eyes,  and  took 
no  notice  of  Phcebe's  timid  summons.  The  women 
looked  in  upon  him,  alarmed  and  whispering  together. 
Then  Miss  Anna  drew  Phcebe  away,  and  mixing  some 
milk  and  brandy  sent  Carrie  in  with  it.  "He  go  away 
to-morrow!"  she  said,  in  Phcebe's  ear — "we  shall  see!" 

As  Carrie  entered  the  parlor  with  the  milk  and  brandy, 
Fenwick  looked  up. 

"Where  am  I  to  sleep?"  he  asked  her,  abruptly,  his 
eyes  lingering  on  her. 

" In  my  room,"  she  said,  softly ;  "I'm  going  in  to  Miss 
Anna.  I've  lengthened  the  bed!" 

A  faint  smile  flickered  over  his  face. 

"How  did  you  do  that?" 

"I  nailed  on  a  packing-case.  Isn't  it  queer? — Miss 
Anna  hadn't  any  tools.  I  had  to  borrow  some  at  the 
farm — and  they  were  the  poorest  scratch  lot  you  ever 
saw.  Why,  everybody  in  Canada  has  tools." 

He  held  her  with  a  shaking  hand,  still  looking  intently 
at  her  bright  face. 

"  Did  you  like  Canada  ?" 
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She  smiled. 

"Why,  it's  lovely!"  Then  her  lips  parted  eagerly. 
She  would  have  liked  to  go  on  talking,  to  make  acquaint- 
ance. But  she  refrained.  This  man — this  strange  new 
father — was  "sick" — and  must  be  kept  quiet. 

"Will  you  help  me  up  to  bed  ?"  he  murmured — as  she 
was  just  going  away. 

She  obeyed,  and  he  leaned  on  her  shoulder  as  they 
mounted  the  steep  cottage  stair.  Her  physical  strength 
astonished  him — the  amount  of  support  that  this  child 
of  seventeen  was  able  to  give  him. 

She  led  him  into  his  room,  where  she  had  already 
brought  his  bag,  and  unpacked  his  things. 

"Is  it  all  right,  father?  Do  you  want  anything  else? 
Shall  I  send  mother?" 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  hastily—"  I'm  all  right.  Tell  them 
I'm  all  right;  I  only  want  to  go  to  sleep." 

She  turned  at  the  door,  and  looked  at  him  wistfully. 

"I  did  make  that  mattress  over — part  of  it.  But  it's 
a  real  bad  one." 

He  nodded,  and  she  went. 

"A  dream!"  he  said  to  himself — "a  dream  f" 

He  was  thinking  of  the  child  as  she  stood  bathed  in 
the  mingled  glory  of  sunset  and  moonlight  flowing  in 
upon  her  from  the  open  window;  for  the  long  day  of 
northern  summer  was  still  lingering  in  the  valley. 

"Ah!  if  I  could  only  paint!  —  oh,  God,  if  I  could 
paint  !"  He  groaned  aloud,  rubbing  his  hands  together 
in  a  fever  of  impotence  and  misery. 

Then  he  tumbled  into  bed,  and  lay  there  weak  and 
passive,  feeling  the  strangeness  of  the  remembered  room, 
of  the  open  casement  window,  of  the  sycamore  outside, 
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and  the  mountain  forms  beyond  it;  of  this  pearly  or 
golden  light  in  which  everything  was  steeped. 

In  the  silence  he  heard  the  voice  of  the  beck,  as  it 
hurried  down  the  Ghyll.  Twelve  years  since  he  had 
heard  it  last;  and  the  eternal  water  "at  its  priestlike 
task"  still  murmured  with  the  rocks,  still  drank  the 
rain,  and  fed  the  river.  No  rebellion  there ;  no  failure ; 
no  helpless  will! 

He  tried  to  think  of  Phcebe,  to  remember  what  she 
had  said  to  him.  He  wondered  if  he  had  been  merely 
brutal  to  her.  But  his  heart  seemed  a  dry  husk  within 
him.  It  was,  as  it  had  been.  He  could  neither  think 
nor  feel. 

Next  day  he  was  so  ill  that  a  doctor  was  sent  for.  He 
prescribed  long  rest,  said  all  excitement  must  be  avoided, 
all  work  put  away. 

Four  or  five  dreary  weeks  followed.  Fenwick  stayed 
in  bed  most  of  the  day,  struggled  down  to  the  garden  in 
the  afternoon,  was  nursed  by  the  three  women,  and 
scarcely  said  a  word  from  morning  till  night  that  was 
not  connected  with  some  bodily  want  or  discomfort. 
He  showed  no  repugnance  to  his  wife,  would  let  her  wait 
upon  him,  and  sit  beside  him  in  the  garden.  But  he 
made  no  spontaneous  movement  towards  her  whatever ; 
and  the  only  person  who  evidently  cheered  him  was 
Carrie.  He  watched  the  child  incessantly — in  her  house- 
work, her  sewing,  her  gardening,  her  coaxing  of  her  pale 
mother,  her  fun  with  Miss  Anna,  who  was  by  now  her 
slave.  There  was  something  in  the  slight  foreignness  of 
her  ways  and  accent,  in  her  colonial  resource  and  inde- 
pendence, that  delighted  and  amused  him  like  a  pleasant 
piece  of  acting.  She  had  the  cottage  under  her  thumb. 
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By  now  she  had  cleaned  all  the  furniture,  "  colored  "  most 
of  the  walls,  and  mended  all  the  linen,  which  had  been  in 
a  sad  condition — Miss  Anna's  powers  being  rather  intel- 
lectual than  practical.  And  through  it  all  she  kept  a 
natural  daintiness  and  refinement,  was  never  clumsy,  or 
loud,  or  untidy.  She  came  and  went  so  lightly — and 
always  bringing  with  her  the  impression  of  something 
hidden  and  fragrant,  a  happiness  within,  that  gave  a 
dancing  grace  and  perfume  to  all  her  life. 

To  her  father  she  chattered  mostly  of  Canada,  and  he 
would  sit  in  the  shade  of  the  cottage,  listening  to  her 
while  she  described  their  life ;  the  big,  rambling  farm,  the 
children  she  had  been  brought  up  with,  the  great  lake 
with  its  ice  and  its  storms,  the  apple-orchards,  the  sleigh- 
ing in  winter,  the  beauty  of  the  fall,  the  splendor  of  the 
summers,  the  boom  that  was  beginning  "up  west." 
Cunningly,  in  fact,  she  set  the  stage  for  an  actor  to  come ; 
but  his  "cue"  was  not  yet. 

It  was  only  from  her,  indeed,  that  he  would  hear  of 
these  things.  If  Phcebe  ventured  on  them  his  manner 
stiffened  at  once.  Miss  Anna's  strong  impression  was, 
still,  that  with  his  wife  he  was  always  on  his  guard 
against  demands  he  felt  himself  physically  unable  to 
meet.  Yet  it  seemed  to  her,  as  time  went  on,  that  he 
was  more  and  more  aware  of  Phcebe,  more  sensitive  to 
her  presence,  her  voice. 

She  too  watched  Phcebe,  and  with  a  growing,  involun- 
tary respect.  This  changed  woman  had  endured  "hard- 
ness," had  at  last  followed  her  conscience;  and,  rebuffed 
and  unforgiven  as  she  seemed  to  be,  she  was  clothed 
none  the  less  in  a  new  dignity,  modest  and  sad,  but  real. 
She  might  be  hopeless  of  recovering  her  husband;  but 
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all  the  same,  the  law  which  links  that  strange  thing, 
spiritual  peace,  with  certain  surrenders,  had  already  be- 
gun to  work,  unknown  even  to  herself. 

As  she  moved  about  the  cottage  and  garden,  indeed, 
new  contacts,  new  relations,  slowly  established  them- 
selves, unseen  and  unexpressed,  between  her  and  the 
man  who  scarcely  noticed  her  in  words,  from  morning 
till  night.  "I  should  offend  you  twenty  times  a  day," 
he  had  said  to  her — "and  perhaps  it  might  be  the  same 
with  me!"  But  they  did  not  offend  each  other! — that 
was  the  merciful  new  fact,  asserting  itself  through  this 
silent,  suspended  time.  She  was  still  beautiful.  The 
mountain  air  restored  her  clear,  pure  color;  and  what 
time  had  robbed  her  of  in  bloom  it  had  given  her  back 
in  character — the  artist's  supreme  demand.  Self-con- 
trol, bitterly  learned — fresh  capacities,  moral,  or  practi- 
cal— these  expressed  themselves  in  a  thousand  trifles. 
Not  only  in  her  tall  slenderness  and  fairness  was  she 
presently  a  challenge  to  Fenwick's  sharpening  sense; 
she  began,  in  a  wholly  new  degree,  to  interest  his  intelli- 
gence. Her  own  had  blossomed;  and  in  spite  of  grief, 
she  had  brought  back  with  her  some  of  the  ways  of  a 
young  and  tiptoe  world.  Soon  he  was,  in  secret,  hungry 
for  her  history — the  history  he  had  so  far  refused  to  hear. 
Who  was  this  man  who  had  made  love  to  her  ? — how  far 
had  it  gone  ? — he  tossed  at  nights  thinking  of  it.  There 
came  a  time  when  he  would  gladly  have  exchanged 
Carrie's  gossip  for  hers;  and  through  her  soft  silence,  as 
she  sat  beside  him,  he  would  hear  suddenly  in  memory, 
the  echoes  of  her  girlish  voice,  and  make  a  quick  move- 
ment towards  her — only  to  check  himself  in  shyness  or 
pride. 
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Meanwhile  he  could  not  know  that  he  too  had  grown 
in  her  eyes,  as  she  in  his.  In  spite  of  all  his  errors  and 
follies,  he  had  not  wrestled  with  his  art,  he  had  not  lived 
among  his  intellectual  peers,  he  had  not  known  Eugenie 
de  Pastourelles  through  twelve  years,  for  nothing.  Em- 
bittered he  was,  but  also  refined.  The  nature  had  grown 
harsher  and  more  rugged — but  also  larger,  more  complex, 
more  significant,  better  worth  the  patiences  of  love.  As 
for  his  failure,  the  more  she  understood  it,  the  more  it 
evoked  in  her  an  angry  advocacy,  a  passionate  cham- 
pionship, a  protesting  faith — which  she  had  much  ado 
to  hide. 

And  all  this  time  letters  came  occasionally  from 
Madame  de  Pastourelles — indifferently  to  her  or  to  him 
— full  of  London  artistic  gossip,  the  season  being  now  in 
full  swim,  of  sly  stimulus  and  cheer.  As  they  handed 
them  to  each  other,  without  talking  of  them,  it  was  as 
though  the  shuttle  of  fate  flew  from  life  to  life, — these  in 
Langdale,  and  that  in  London — weaving  the  three  into 
a  new  pattern  which  day  by  day  replaced  and  hid  away 
the  old. 

The  days  lengthened  towards  midsummer.  After  a 
spell  of  rain,  June  descended  in  blossom  and  sunshine  on 
the  Westmoreland  vales.  The  hawthorns  were  out,  and 
the  wild  cherries.  The  bluebells  were  fading  in  the 
woods,  but  in  the  cottage  gardens  the  lilacs  were  all 
fragrance,  and  the  crown-imperials  showed  their  heads 
of  yellow  and  red.  Each  valley  and  hill-side  was  a 
medley  of  soft  and  shimmering  color,  save  in  the  higher, 
austerer  dales,  where,  as  in  Langdale,  the  woods  scarcely 
climb,  and  the  bare  pastures  have  only  a  livelier  emerald 
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to  show,  or  the  crags  a  warmer  purple,  as  their  testimony 
to  the  spring. 

Fenwick  was  unmistakably  better.  The  signs  of  it 
were  visible  in  many  directions.  His  passive,  silent 
ways,  so  alien  to  his  natural  self  and  temperament,  were 
at  last  breaking  down.  One  evening,  Carrie,  who  had 
been  to  Elterwater,  brought  back  some  afternoon  letters. 
They  included  a  letter  from  Canada,  which  Carrie  read 
over  her  mother's  shoulder,  laughing  and  wondering. 
Phcebe  was  sitting  on  a  bench  in  the  garden,  an  old  yew- 
tree  just  above  her  on  the  slope.  The  heads  of  both 
mother  and  child  were  thrown  out  sharply  on  the  dark- 
ness of  the  yew  background — Phoebe's  profile,  upturned, 
and  the  abundant  coils  of  her  hair,  were  linked  in  har- 
monious line  with  the  bending  figure  and  beautiful  head 
of  the  girl. 

Suddenly  Fenwick  put  down  the  newspaper  which 
Carrie  had  brought  him.  He  rose,  muttered  something, 
and  went  into  the  house.  They  could  hear  him  rum- 
maging in  his  room,  where  Phcebe  had  lately  unpacked 
some  boxes  forwarded  from  London.  He  had  never  so 
far  touched  brush  or  crayon  during  his  stay  at  the 
cottage. 

Presently  he  returned  with  a  canvas  and  palette. 

"Don't  go!"  he  said,  peremptorily,  to  Carrie,  raising 
his  hand.  "Stand  as  you  were  before." 

"You  don't  want  me?"  asked  Phcebe,  startled,  her 
pale  cheeks  suddenly  pink. 

"Yes,  yes,  I  do!"  he  said,  impatiently.  "For  God's 
sake  don't  move,  either  of  you!" 

He  went  back  for  an  easel,  then  sat  down  and  began 
to  paint. 
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They  held  themselves  as  still  as  mice.  Carrie  could 
see  her  mother's  hands  trembling  on  her  lap. 

Suddenly  Fenwick  said,  in  emotion:  "I  don't  know 
how  it  is — but  I  see  much  better  than  I  did." 

Miss  Anna  looked  up  from  the  low  wall  on  which  she 
was  sitting.  "The  doctor  said  you  would,  John,  when 
you  got  strong,"  she  put  in,  quickly.  "He  said  you'd 
been  suffering  from  your  eyes  a  long  time  without  know- 
ing it.  It  was  nerves  like  the  rest." 

Fenwick  said  nothing.  He  went  on  painting,  paint- 
ing fast  and  freely — for  nearly  an  hour.  All  the  time 
Phcebe  could  hardly  breathe.  It  was  as  though  she  felt 
the  doors  opening  upon  a  new  room  in  the  House  of 
Life. 

Then  the  artist  threw  his  canvas  on  the  grass,  and 
stood  looking  at  it. 

"By  Jove!"  he  said,  presently.  "By  Jove!— that  '11 
do." 

Phcebe  said  nothing.  Carrie  came  up  to  him  and  put 
her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"Father,  that's  enough.     Don't  do  any  more." 

"All  right.     Take  it  away — and  all  these  things." 

She  lifted  the  sketch,  the  palette  and  brushes,  and 
carried  them  into  the  house. 

Then  Fenwick  looked  up  irresolutely.  His  wife  was 
still  sitting  on  the  bench.  She  had  her  sewing  in  her 
hands. 

"Your  hair's  as  pretty  as  ever,  Phoebe,"  he  said,  in  a 
queer  voice.  Phcebe  raised  her  deep  lids  slowly,  and 
her  eyes  spoke  for  her.  She  would  offer  herself  no  more 
— implore  no  more — but  he  knew  in  that  moment  that 
she  loved  him  more  maturely,  more  richly,  than  she  had 
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ever  loved  him  in  the  old  days.  A  shock,  that  was  also 
a  thrill,  ran  through  him.  They  remained  thus  for  some 
seconds  gazing  at  each  other.  Then,  as  Carrie  returned, 
Phoebe  went  into  the  house. 

Carrie  studied  her  father  for -a  little,  and  then  came  to 
sit  down  on  the  grass  beside  him.  Miss  Anna  had  gone 
for  a  walk  along  the  fell. 

"Are  you  feeling  better,  father?" 

""  res — a  good  deal." 

"    ''ell,  then — now — I  can  tell  you  my  news." 

And  she  deliberately  drew  out  a  photograph  from  her 
pocket,  and  held  it  up  to  him. 

"  Well " — said  Fenwick,  mystified.  "  Who's  the  young 
man?" 

"He's  my  young  man" — was  Carrie's  entirely  self- 
possessed  reply.  "I'm  going  to  marry  him." 

"  What?"  cried  Fenwick.     " Show  him  to  me." 

Carrie  yielded  up  her  treasure  rather  timidly. 

Fenwick  looked  at  the  picture,  then  put  it  down 
angrily. 

"What  nonsense  are  you  talking,  Carrie!  Why, 
you're  only  a  baby.  You  oughtn't  to  be  thinking  of 
any  such  things." 

Carrie  shook  her  head  resolutely. 

"I'm  not  a  baby.  I've  been  in  love  with  him  more 
than  a  year." 

"Upon  my  word!"  said  Fenwick;  "who  allowed  you 
to  be  in  love  with  him  ?  And  has  it  never  occurred  to 
you — lately — that  you'd  have  to  ask  my  leave?" 

Carrie  hesitated. 

"In  Canada  I  wouldn't  have  to,"  she  said,  at  last,  de- 
cidedly. 
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"Oh!  they've  abolished  the  Fifth  Commandment 
there,  have  they?" 

"No,  no.  But  the  girls  choose  for  themselves!"  said 
Carrie,  tossing  back  her  brown  curls  with  the  slightest 
touch  of  defiance.  Fenwick  observed  her,  his  brow 
clouding. 

"And  you  suppose  that  I'm  going  to  say 'Yes'  at 
once  to  this  mad  proposal?  —  that  I'm  going  to  give 
you  up  altogether,  just  as  I've  got  you  back  ?  I 
warn  you  at  once,  I  shall  not  consent  to  any  such 
thing!" 

There  was  silence.  Fenwick  sat  staring  at  her,  his 
lips  moving,  angry  sentences  of  authority  and  reproach 
forming  themselves  in  his  mind — but  without  coming  to 
speech.  It  was  intolerable,  inhuman — that  at  this  very 
moment,  when  he  wanted  her  most,  this  threat  of  fresh 
loss  should  be  sprung  upon  him.  She  was  his — his 
property.  He  would  not  give  her  up  to  any  Canadian 
fellow,  and  he  altogether  disapproved  of  such  young 
love-affairs. 

"Father,"  said  Carrie,  after  a  moment,  "when  George 
asked  me — we  didn't  know — " 

"  About  me  ?  Well,  now  you  do  know,"  said  Fenwick, 
roughly.  "I'm  here — and  I  have  my  rights."  He  put 
out  his  hand  and  seized  her  arm,  looking  at  her,  devour- 
ing her,  in  a  kind  of  angry  passion. 

Carrie  grew  a  little  pale,  and,  coming  nearer,  she  laid 
her  head  against  his  knee. 

"Father,  you  don't  understand  what  we  propose." 

"Well,  out  with  it,  then!" 

"We  wouldn't  think  about  being  married  for  three 
years.  Why,  of  course  we  wouldn't!  I  don't  want  to 
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be  settled  all  that  soon.  And, besides,  we're  going  abroad 
— you  and  mummy  and  I.  I'm  going  to  take  you!" 
She  sat  up,  tossing  her  pretty  head,  her  eyes  as  bright 
as  stars. 

"And  be  thinking  all  the  time  of  the  Canadian  chap? 
— bored  with  everything!"  growled  Fenwick. 

Carrie  surveyed  him.     A  film  of  tears  sparkled. 

"I'm  never  bored.  Father!" — she  held  herself  erect, 
throwing  all  her  soul  into  every  word — "George  is — 
awfully — nice  !  " 

Ah!  the  "life-force"!  There  it  was  before  him,  em- 
bodied in  this  light,  ardent  creature,  on  whose  brown 
head  and  white  dress  the  June  sun  streamed  through 
the"  sycamore-leaves.  With  a  groan — suddenly — Fen- 
wick  weakened. 

"What's  his  horrid  name? — who  is  he? — quick!" 

Carrie  gave  a  little  crow — and  began  to  talk,  sitting 
there  on  the  grass,  with  her  hands  round  her  knees. 
The  interloper,  it  appeared,  had  every  virtue  and  every 
prospect.  What  was  to  be  done?  Presently  Carrie 
crept  up  to  him  again. 

"Father! — he  wants  to  come  to  Europe.  When 
you've  found  a  plan — if  we  let  him  come  and  hitch  up 
alongside  of  us  somewhere — why,  he  wouldn't  be  any 
trouble! — I'd  see  to  that!  And  you  don't  know  whether 
— whether  a  son — mightn't  suit  you!  Why! — you've 
never  tried!" 

He  made  an  effort,  and  held  her  at  arm's-length. 

"I  tell  you,  I  can  say  nothing  about  it — nothing — till 
George  has  written  to  me  !" 

"  But  he  has — this  mail!"  And  in  triumph  she  hastily 
dragged  a  letter  out  of  the  little  bag  at  her  waist,  and 
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gave  it  him.     "It  came  this  afternoon,  only  I  didn't 
know  if  you  might  have  it." 

He  laughed  excitedly,  and  took  it. 

An  hour  later  Fenwick  rose.  The  day  had  grown 
cool.  A  fresh  breeze  was  blowing  from  the  north  down 
the  fell-side.  He  put  his  arm  round  Carrie  as  she  stood 
beside  him,  kissed  her,  and  in  a  gruff,  unintelligible  voice, 
murmured  something  that  brought  the  tears  again  to  her 
eyes.  Then  he  announced  that  he  was  going  for  a  short 
walk.  Neither  Phosbe  nor  Miss  Anna  were  to  be  seen. 
Carrie  protested  on  the  score  of  his  health. 

"Nonsense!  The  doctor  said  I  might  do  what  I  felt 
I  could  do." 

"Then  you  must  say  good-bye  to  me.  For  Miss  Anna 
and  I  are  going  directly." 

Fenwick  looked  scared,  but  was  soon  reminded  that 
Miss  Anna  was  to  drive  the  child  that  evening  to  Bow- 
ness,  where  Carrie  was  to  be  introduced  to  some  old 
friends  of  Miss  Anna's  and  stay  with  them  a  couple  of 
days.  He  evidently  did  not  like  the  prospect,  but  he 
made  no  audible  protest  against  it,  as  he  would  perhaps 
have  done  a  week  before. 

Carrie  watched  him  go — followed  his  figure  with  her 
eyes  along  the  road. 

"And  I'm  glad  we're  off!" — she  said  to  herself,  her 
small  feet  dancing — "we've  been  cumbering  this  ground, 
Miss  Anna  and  I — a  deal  too  long!" 

He  was  soon  nearly  a  mile  from  home;  rejoicing 
strangely  in  his  recovered  power  of  movement,  and  in 
the  freshness  of  the  evening  air.  He  found  himself  on 
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a  hill  above  Elterwater,  looking  back  on  the  lake,  and 
on  a  wide  range  of  hills  beyond,  clothed,  in  all  their  lower 
slopes,  with  the  full  leaf  of  June.  Wood  rose  above 
wood,  in  every  gradation  of  tone  and  loveliness,  creeping 
upward  through  blue  haze,  till  they  suddenly  lost  hold 
on  the  bare  peaks,  which  rose,  augustly  clear,  into  the 
upper  sky.  The  lake  with  its  deep  or  glowing  reflections 
— its  smiling  shore — the  smoke  of  its  few  houses — lay 
below  him;  and  between  him  and  it,  glistening  sharply, 
in  a  sun-steeped  magic,  upon  the  blue  and  purple  back- 
ground of  the  hills  and  woods — a  wild  cherry,  in  its  full 
mantle  of  bridal  white. 

What  tranquillity ! — what  color! — what  infinite  variety 
of  beauty!  His  heart  swelled  within  him.  Life  of  the 
body — and  life  of  the  soul — seemed  to  be  flowing  back 
upon  him,  lifting  him  on  its  wave,  steeping  him  in  its 
freshening  strength.  "My  God!"  he  thought,  remem- 
bering the  sketch  he  had  just  made,  and  the  mastery 
with  which  he  had  worked — "if  I  am  able  to  paint  again! 
—if  I  am!" 

An  ecstasy  of  hope  arose  in  him.  What  if  really  there 
had  been  something  wrong  with  his  eyes! — something 
that  rest  might  set  right  ?  What,  if  he  had  wanted  rest 
for  years  ? — and  had  gone  on  defying  nature  and  com- 
mon-sense ? 

And  in  a  moment,  as  he  sat  there,  looking  out  into 
the  evening,  the  old  whirl  of  images  invaded  him — the 
old  tumult  of  ideas — clamoring  for  shape  and  form — 
flitting,  phantom  -  like,  along  the  woods  and  over  the 
bosom  of  the  lake.  He  let  himself  be  carried  along, 
urging  his  brain,  his  fancy,  filled  with  indescribable  hap- 
piness. It  was  years  since  the  experience  had  last  be- 
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fallen  him!  Did  it  mean  the  return  of  youth  ? — concep- 
tion ? — creative  power  ?  What  matter! — years,  or  hard- 
ship?— if  the  mind  could  still  imagine,  the  hand  still 
shape  ? 

He  thought  of  his  own  series  of  the  "  Months  " — which 
he  had  planned  among  these  hills,  and  had  carried  out 
peifunctorily  and  vulgarly,  in  the  city,  far  from  the  fresh- 
ness and  infinity  of  Nature.  All  the  faults  of  his  designs 
appeared  to  him,  and  the  poverty  of  their  execution. 
But  he  was  only  exultant,  not  depressed.  Now  that  he 
could  judge  himself,  now  that  his  brain  had  begun  to 
react  once  more,  with  this  vigor,  this  wealth  of  idea — 
surely  all  would  be  well. 

Then  for  the  first  time  he  thought  of  the  money  which 
Phoebe  had  saved.  Abroad!  Italy? — or  France?  To 
go  as  a  wanderer  and  a  student,  on  pilgrimage  to  the 
sources  of  beauty  and  power.  What  was  old,  or  played 
out?  Not  Beauty! — not  the  mind  within  him — not  his 
craftsman's  sense.  He  threw  himself  on  the  grass,  face 
downward,  praying  as  he  had  been  wont  to  do  in  his 
youth,  but  in  a  far  more  mystical,  more  inward  way; 
not  to  a  far-off  God,  invited  to  come  down  and  change 
or  tamper  with  external  circumstance ;  but  to  something 
within  himself,  identified  with  himself,  the  power  of 
beauty  in  him,  the  resurgent  forces  of  hope — and  love. 

At  last,  after  a  long  time,  as  the  summer  twilight  was 
waning,  there  struck  through  his  dream  the  thought  of 
Phcebe — alone  in  the  cottage — waiting  for  him.  He 
sprang  up,  and  began  to  hurry  down  the  hill. 

Phcebe  was  quite  alone.  The  little  servant  who  only 
came  for  the  day  had  gone  back  to  the  farm  where  she 
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slept,  and  Carrie  and  Miss  Anna  had  long  since  departed 
on  their  visit. 

Carrie  had  told  her  mother  that  "father"  had  gone 
for  a  walk.  And  strangely  enough,  though  he  was  away 
two  hours,  and  she  knew  him  still  far  from  his  usual 
strength,  Phoebe  was  not  anxious.  But  she  was  mor- 
tally tired — as  though  of  a  sudden  a  long  tension  had 
been  loosened,  a  long  effort  relaxed. 

So  she  had  gone  up-stairs  to  bed.  But  she  had  not 
begun  to  undress,  and  she  sat  in  a  low  chair  near  the  win- 
dow, with  the  casements  wide  upen,  and  the  twin-peaks 
visible  through  them  under  a  starry  sky.  Her  head  had 
fallen  back  against  the  chair;  her  hands  were  folded  on 
her  lap. 

Then  she  heard  Fenwick  come  in  and  his  step  coming 
up  the  stairs. 

It  paused  outside  her  door,  and  her  heart  beat  so  that 
she  could  hardly  bear  it. 

"May  I  come  in?" 

It  seemed  to  her  that  he  did  not  wait  for  her  low  reply. 
He  came  in,  and  shut  the  door.  There  was  a  bright 
color  in  his  face,  and  his  breath  came  fast,  as  he  stood 
beside  her,  with  his  hands  on  his  sides. 

"Are  you  sure  you  like  my  coming?"  he  said, 
brusquely. 

She  did  not  answer  in  words,  but  she  put  out  her  hand, 
and  drew  him  towards  her. 

He  knelt  down  by  her,  and  she  flung  an  arm  round  his 
neck,  and  laid  her  fair  head  on  his  shoulder  with  a  long 
sigh. 

"You  are  very  tired?" 

"No.     I  knew  you  would  come." 
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A  silence.  Then  he  said,  waveringly,  stooping  over 
her: 

"Phoebe — I  was  very  hard  to  you.  But  there  was  a 
black  pall  on  me — and  now  it's  lifting.  Will  you  for- 
give me? — my  dear — my  dear!" 

She  clung  to  him  with  a  great  cry.  And  once  more  the 
torrent  of  love  and  repentance  was  unsealed,  which  had 
been  arrested  through  all  these  weeks.  In  broken  words 
— in  mutual  confession — each  helping,  each  excusing  the 
other — the  blessed,  healing  time  passed  on  its  way;  till 
suddenly,  as  her  hand  dropped  again  upon  her  knee,  he 
noticed,  as  he  had  often  bitterly  noticed  before,  the  sham 
wedding-ring  on  the  third  finger. 

She  saw  his  eyes  upon  it,  and  flushed. 

"I  had  to,  John,"  she  pleaded.     "I  had  to." 

He  said  nothing,  but  he  thrust  his  hand  into  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  coat,  and  brought  out  the  same  large 
pocket-book  which  still  held  her  last  letter  to  him.  He 
took  out  the  letter,  and  offered  it  to  her.  "Don't  read 
it,"  he  said,  peremptorily.  "Tear  it  up." 

She  recognized  it,  with  a  sob,  and,  trembling,  did  as 
he  bade  her.  He  gathered  up  the  small  fragments  of  it, 
took  them  to  the  grate,  and  lit  a  match  under  them. 
Then  he  returned  to  her — still  holding  the  open  pocket- 
book. 

"Give  me  your  hand." 

She  held  it  out  to  him,  bewildered.  He  slowly  drew 
off  the  ring,  put  it  aside;  then  from  the  inmost  fold  of 
the  pocket-book  he  took  another  ring,  slipped  it  on  her 
finger,  and  kissed  the  hand.  After  which  he  knelt  down 
again  beside  her,  and  they  clung  to  each  other — close  and 
long. 
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"I  return  it" — he  murmured — "after  twelve  years! 
God  bless  you  for  Carrie.  God  bless  you  for  coming 
back  to  me.  We'll  go  to  Italy.  You  shall  do  that  for 
me.  But  I'll  repay  you  —  if  I  live.  Now,  are  you 
happy?  Why,  we're  young  yet!" 

And  so  they  kissed ;  knowing  well  that  the  years  are 
irreparable,  and  yet  defying  them;  conscious,  as  first 
youth  is  never  conscious,  of  the  black  forces  which  sur- 
round our  being,  and  yet  full  of  passionate  hope ;  aware 
of  death,  as  youth  is  never  aware  of  it,  and  yet  deter- 
mined to  shape  something  out  of  life;  sad  and  yet  re- 
joicing, "  cast  down,  but  not  destroyed." 


EPILOGUE 

OF  Eugenie,  still  a  few  words  remain  to  say.  About 
a  year  after  Fenwick's  return  she  lost  her  father. 
A  little  later  Elsie  Welby  died.  To  the  end  of  her  life 
she  had  never  willingly  accepted  Eugenie's  service,  and 
the  memory  of  this,  alack,  is  for  Eugenie  among  the 
pains  that  endure.  What  influence  it  may  have  had 
upon  her  later  course  can  hardly  be  discussed  here.  She 
continued  to  live  in  Westminster,  and  to  be  the  friend 
of  many.  One  friend  was  tacitly  accepted  by  all  who 
loved  her  as  possessing  a  special  place  and  special 
privileges.  Encouraged  and  inspired  by  her,  Arthur 
Welby  outlived  the  cold  and  academic  manner  of  his 
later  youth,  and  in  the  joy  of  richer  powers,  and  the 
rewards  of  an  unstained  and  pure  affection,  he  recovered 
much  that  life  seemed  once  to  have  denied  him.  Eugdnie 
never  married  him.  In  friendship,  in  ideas,  in  books, 
she  found  the  pleasures  of  her  way.  Part  of  her  life  she 
spent — with  yearning  and  humility — among  the  poor. 
But  with  them  she  never  accomplished  much.  She  was 
timid  in  their  presence,  and  often  unwise;  neither  side 
understood  the  other.  Her  real  sphere  lay  in  what  a 
great  Oxford  preacher  once  enforced  at  St.  Mary's,  as — 
"our  duty  to  our  equals  " — the  hardest  of  all.  Her  influ- 
ence, her  mission,  were  with  her  own  class;  with  the 
young  girls  just  "out,"  who  instinctively  loved  and 
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clung  to  her;  with  the  tired  or  troubled  women  of  the 
world,  who  felt  her  presence  as  the  passage  of  something 
pure  and  kindling  which  evoked  their  better  selves ;  and 
with  those  men,  in  whom  the  intellectual  life  wages  its 
difficult  war  with  temperament  and  circumstance,  for 
whom  beauty  and  truth  are  realities,  and  yet — great  also 
is  Diana  of  the  Ephesians!  Thus  in  her  soft,  glancing 
woman's  way,  she  stood  with  "the  helpers  and  friends 
of  mankind."  But  she  never  knew  it.  In  her  own 
opinion,  few  persons  were  so  unprofitable  as  she;  and 
but  for  her  mystical  belief,  the  years  would  have  brought 
her  melancholy.  They  left  her  smile,  however,  un- 
dimmed.  For  the  mystic  carries  within  a  little  flame  of 
joy,  very  hard  to  quench.  The  wind  of  Death  itself  does 
but  stir  and  strengthen  it. 


THE    END 
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